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PLAYKOOM STORIES. 



WHY THE STORIES "WERE TOLD. 

; T was raining, and the children were at play 
all over the room ; not a comer was free from 
J- them except the one comer where A. Z. sat 
■■-, at work. Tom was in a fortified castle be- 
^ sieged by Dick and Frank, and the battle- 
l cries of these three almost drowned the 
smaller clamour that proceeded from Peggj' 
as she whipped her doll, and .from Kitty who ran 
races round the table, and from little Grade who lay 
on the floor and screamed into the kitten's ears ; but 
all together, they made such an uproar that at last 
A. Z,, sitting at her work, said resolutely to herself, 
"This win never do!" 

Now A. Z. was not the mother of these wild 
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young colts, and how much they screamed, or fought, 
or besieged one another's castles, was, in general, very 
little matter to her ; but she had come for one week 
to take care of them while their mother was away> 
and for this one week, therefore, their way of going 
on concerned her very much indeed. She rather 
suspected, too, that they were going on in a way a 
good deal unlike their usual one (as small people 
sometimes will attempt to do when they get a new 
hand over them), and A. Z., though she was very 
good natured, did not feel a bit inclined to put up 
with this ; so, when she had borne all the noise 
around her for about half an hour, she very decidedly 
made up her mind that she would bear it no more. 
The only difficulty was to know how to help bearing 
it ; but A. Z. thought over the matter for a minute or 
two, aud hit upon a plan for procuring peace which 
she thought would do ; so — at the moment when the 
assault of the castle was at its very fiercest, when 
the long-enduring doU in Peggy's arms was suffering 
ite very sharpesf whipping when Kitty, running 
races round the table, had run herself into that state 
when it is difficult to stand upright, and little Grace, 
upon the floor, had screamed so loud that the kitten 
had set up her back in kittenish fear of her life— at 
that very moment up sprang A. Z. from her chair, 
and stood upon it. 
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" Silence, boys and girls ! '^ said A. Z. 

There was no need to say another word ; they 
were all as silent in a moment as if they had been 
shot. Dick and Frank let fall the battering-ram 
with which they had been going to bring instant 
ruin and destruction upon Tom ; Tom saw himself 
rescued from annihilation, and failed to take advan 
tage of his good luck ; Peggy, forgetting every 
dictate of humanity, let her doll drop into the air 
suspended by one leg ; as for Kitty, she fell plump 
upon the floor, and little Grace lost her presence of 
mind to such an extent that even the kitten per- 
ceived it, and, taking advantage of her, made her 
escape and fled. You see they were all quite used 
to one another's leaping on the chairs, but they were 
about as little prepared for a thunderbolt to fall 
upon them as for A. Z. to jump up on one. 

So A. Z. cried " Silence ! '' and in one moment 
they all sat or stood as mute as mice. 

" Now, I have something to say to you," spoke 
A. Z. "We must come to an understanding to- 
gether, or we shan't keep friends. You three over 
there — Dick, and Tom, and Frank— do you think I 
am stone deaf?" 

Well, no, they didn't think that certainly, but, as 
they each felt a little twitch of conscience at the 
question, they were none of them in a particular 
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hurry to answer it. Dick, indeed, turned his back 
instead of sajing anything, and Tom began to twirl 
his thumbs, and Frank, who was a shamefaced little 
fellow, blushed and hung his head. So, when nobody 
said a word, A. Z. went on. 

" And you three girls,^' said A. Z., " what do you 
think I'm made of?'' 

There was even less chance of getting an answer 
to this question than to the first. All the girls 
stared in A. Z.'s face. Gracie's mind, for a moment, 
suggested " sugar-candy," but the idea was too wildly 
delicious to be retained. 

"You know very well what I mean," continued 
A. Z. " You have been marking an uproar as if all six 
of you were at the building of Babel. Now, once for 
all, boys and girls, it can't go on!" 

Upon which there was a murmur from the be- 
sieged castle, and — 

" What can't go on ?" cried Tom, foremost in 
mutiny. 

" Sieges, conducted with battering-rams, to begin 
with," answered A. Z. promptly. " The next batter- 
ing-ram you make you may drive against some other 
wall than this. Master Tom. 1 11 have no more sieges 
here. So, I say again, it can't go on ! If I could 
I'd send every one of you out of doors." 

" Why, it's raining 1" cried Dick, triumphantly. 
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"But it's raining!'' echoed Frank and Peggy 
piteously ; and Kitty, who had tumbled on the floor, 
began to cry. 

"I know it's raining," answered A. Z. "Isn't 
that the very reason why I donH send you ? But 
what I say is this — ^until it leaves off raining you 
shall carry on no more sieges." 

" Then we had better give them up altogether," 
said Tom, sitting down inside his castle in gloomy 
despair, "for it rains always." 

" Oh, it doesn't, Tom ! it didn't rain yesterday," 
said truthful Frank. 

" You hold your tongue I " cried Dick ; and he 
made a sally upon Frank and routed him. 

" Silence again ! This won't do," said A. Z. 

The silence was not quite so profound this time. 
Dick, indeed, having vanquished Frank, had no par- 
ticular objection to a moment or two's truce ; but 
Tom, sitting inside his castle, unsoothed by any 
conquest, called out bluntly — 

" What do you want ? " 

"111 tell you what I want," answered A. Z. " I 
' want peace. You may make what noise you like 
out of doors, but now and henceforward I mean to 
have peace within. You have been taking advantage 
of me. You have been imposing on me ; and now 
I'm going to impose something upon yoiL Dick," 
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said A. Z, suddenly descending from her chair, and 
bringing all eyes upon herself again, " Dick, come 
here, and 111 tell you a story/' 

" What for ? " demanded suspicious Dick. 
Why do you pick out Dick V cried Tom. 

" Oh, couldn't you tell a story to us all ?" cried 
Ki«y, Bi«dng on the floor. 

" No," answered A. Z. ; " my story is for Dick. 
You may listen if you like — that's no concern of 
mine — but I'm going to tell the story to Dick. Sit 
there, Dick," said A. Z., pointing to a seat exactly 
opposite her own. 

Now Dick, having that seat so pointed out to 
him, did not feel greatly moved to take possession 
of it, and if it had not been that he was not a very 
big boy, though he was the eldest of the six, I ahnost 
think he would have said, " I won't," when A. Z. 
called him to it ; but not being very big, and feeling, 
therefore, undecided in his mind, he began to tem- 
porize. 

" I can hear you where I am," said Dick. 

" Very likely ; but you're too near Tom," said 
AZ. 

" Then Tom can move," said Dick. 

" And so can Dick," said A. Z. 

And then Dick, feeling that the matter was 
going against him, began to do what he was bid. 
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" Now, let no one disturb ns," said A. Z. " Dick, 
axe you ready?" 

" Yes," answered Dick uneasily. 
And then A. Z, began. 




STORY THE FIRST. 



PART THE FIRST. 

N'CE upon a time [aaid A. Z. 

" I hate stories that begin ' Once upon a 
time,'" said Tom, beginning, in sign of con- 
tempt, to pound the castle chairs. 

" Who was speaking to you, Tom ?" asked 
A.Z.] 

Once upon a time there was a giant — 
[" Oh ! oh 1 it's going to be a fairy story I" cried 
little Grace, clapping her hands. 

" Are giants fairies, stupid 1" demanded injured 
Dick. 

"No more interruptions, boys and girls," aaid 
A.Z.] 

Once upon a time there was a giant who liyed 
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in a cottage in a very great wood Now giants 
were not very common in those days, and the giant's 
father, when he built the cottage, had quite forgotten 
to make it big enough for a giant to live in com- 
fortably—which was a great mistake, you know. 
So when the giant was born they hardly knew what 
to do with him. The mother had got a cradle ready, 
but of course he wouldn't go into that. They had 
to put him in their own bed, and they themselves 
had nothing for it but to lie on the floor. " It's ver}'- 
awkward, indeed," said the giant's father, when he 
saw what had to be done ; and so it was, but you 
see there was no help for it. So they made up the 
best bed they could for themselves on the floor, and 
had to be content with it. 

Well, the large bed did very well for the giant 
for a little while, but, before many days were over, 
he began to grow so fast that they saw that would 
not hold him very long. " We shall have to put him 
on the floor," said the father, then, with a chuckle ; 
" it's the only place large enough for him." And to 
be sure, before a couple of months were over, they 
had to put him on the floor, and then they got back ' 
to their own bed again. 

I don't think that there ever before was a giant 
that grew so fast ; you might have sat beside him 
and have seen him grow. "He's three quarters of 
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an inch taUer since morning," his mother would say 
constantly as she put him to bed, and you may 
fancy whether or not she was proud of him. She 
used to measure him every night and monung. and 
make a little mark on the floor at the point which 
his feet reached. 

Though you would hardly, believe it, however, 
the ffiant^s father was by no means so pleased as his 
wife was Witt this big son. 

" What on earth are we to do with him V^ he 
would often say as he sat and looked at himu *' Was 
there ever such a monster bom before to a poor 
man!'^ And, instead of being grateful, he would 
think of nothing but what it would cost to feed and 
clothe him. For, to tell the truth, it cost a good 
deal to do that even now, as the giant was seldom 
content unless he was putting something int« his 
mouth, and I hardly like to say how many loaves his 
mother had to cut up every day to make bread and 
milk for him ; for as to letting him cry for anything 
without getting it, you woidd only need to have 
heard him cry once to feel that that was out of the 
question entirely ; and then as to clothes, why the 
buying of them seemed never to cease, for though, 
of course, his mother put deep tucks into aJl his 
petticoats, yet he grew out of them almost quicker 
than she could make them up. So it was a heavy 
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expense, and the giant's father had to work harder at 
his wood-cutting (for that was his occupation) than 
he had ever worked before in his life. 

Of course the giant's mother had her hands full 
too, for it was no joke to take charge of such a boy 
as hers. Though he was so big, he couldn't do a bit 
more for himself than other children, and it was a 
year and four months before he ever stood on his 
feet ; and as for speaking, he was ftdl two years old 
before he could say a single word plainly. 

" Let him alone ; he '11 talk soon enough," his 
father always used to say with a groan ; and to be 
sure they did find that it was soon enough when he 
began to speak at last,, for the first time he said 
" Dadda 1 " six of his mother's best dishes fell flat 
down upon the floor at the noise. 

When he began to walk, of course the house 
wouldn't hold him. He always had to creep on his 
hands and knees out at the door, and get himself 
quite firee of it before he could stand up. I told you 
that the cottage stood in a wood, and when he was 
learning to walk his mother found the trees there 
very useful indeed, for instead of steadying himself 
by her like other children, which never would have 
done at all, you know (she did try to hold him up 
once, andj at the first stumble he made, down she 
went like a nine-pin), he used to grasp a tree round 
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with each of his arms, and in that way tottered on 
from one to another, and taught himself to walk so 
well that by the time he was three years old there 
was scarcely anything that could have thrown him 
off his feet. " He 's as steady as a house — the dar- 
ling I" his mother used to say ; and he really was. 

I am sorry to be obliged to confess that as the 
giant grew up he did not become exactly what you 
would call a nice boy. The fact is, he was spoiled 
at home. For, if you come to think of it, you will 
find that it must be a very difficult thing to bring 
up a giant well He is so big, you see, that you 
don't know what to do with him. As for beating 
him when he goes wrong, of course that is quite out 
of the question. Tou can't very well even talk to 
him, because the chances are hell cry if you do, 
and I know I for one would not like to talk long 
with a giant blubbering at my sida Then, as for 
shutting^him in a room alone to think s^ously 
over his faults, — ^why, so far as our giant is con- 
cerned, there was only one room in the cottage, and 
not so much as a key to the door of that, so it was 
quite useless to think of locking him up. The 
result was. therefore, that the giant grew up having 
SO much of his own way, that by the time he was 
six or seven years old he was a perfect Turk. There 
wa« no living with him except by humouring him. 
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He used to keep his mother on the tramp for him 
from sunrise to sxmset ; and as for his father, things 
came in a few years to such a pass that he hardly 
knew how to caU his ears his oL. 

You may be sure, too, such being the state of 
things at home, that the giant thought no little of 
himself; indeed, he thought so much of himself 
that he never was known to think of anything else. 
He thought of himself when he rose in the morning, 
and he thought of himself when he went to bed at 
night, and all day long he used to think in his heart 
— " Surely such a fine giant as I never was bom ! '^ 
But I must say in excuse for him, that if he went on 
in this way it was not very much wonder, for his 
mother spent the whole of her time in shewing him 
what a fine fellow he was, and of course nobody 
can say that it was not natural in him to believe 
what his mother said. 

WeU, time went on, and years passed, and the 
giant grew bigger and bigger, and the bigger and 
the stronger he grew the lazier he grew too. He 
would not work so much as a stroke for his living — 
not he. Giants were not so common that they need 
be set to slave like other people, he would say; and 
day after day he would let his father go off with his 
axe upon his shoulder into the wood, and never so 
much as once say to him — " I ^m stronger than you. 
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father ; I '11 come and fell the trees/' No ; he used 
to stay at home, and lie out in the sunshine, and eat 
and drink and sleep all day, and never from year's 
end to year's end did a good turn to anybody. 

All this time he had gone on sleeping on the 
cottage floor, because you see his father and mother 
had never been able to afford to buy a bed big 
enough for him, and his mother had added one 
mattress to another until at last, they stretched 
the whole length of the cottage — and it was not a 
small one — from end to end. But at last, when the 
giant was about thirty feet high, even this would not 
do for him any longer. One night when the father 
and mother were in bed they were awakened by a 
great tramping against the walls, — and what do you 
think this was? It was nothing but the giant 
stretching out his legs. 

" The poor dear boy ! he 11 knock his feet into 
blisters," said his mother, when she had looked out 
and seen what it was. 

" The ' poor dear boy ' will knock the house wall 
down," grumbled the father, turning over on his 
side, and going off to sleep again. 

But the mother lay awake all the rest of the 
night thinking what could be done, and in the 
morning when she went to kiss her son, and ask him 
how he had slept (which she never did till the father 
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had had his breakfast and gone oflF to work, because 
the giant didn't like to be disturbed early), 

" My dear boy,'' said she then, " I 'm afraid you 
had a very uncomfortable sleep last night." 

Now the giant had not been conscious of being 
uncomfortable at all, but, as he never liked to lose 
an opportunity of being pitied, he first stared in her 
face, and then he said-^ 

"I daresay I had, — only I was asleep, and I 
don't remember it." 

" Ah, my dear, but / wasn't asleep," answered 
the mother, "and I saw how uncomfortable you 
were with your feet. Why, you can't put them 
out." 

At which the giant in a fright, thinking that 
something ailed his limbs, instantly with all his 
might began to stretch them, and of course they 
struck immediately with a greater noise than before 
against the wall. The shock (for it quite shook the 
cottage) threw the mother down, but, as she only 
fell on the mattresses, she soon picked herself up 
again, before her son had finished grumbling. 

" What on earth 's to be done now ? " said the 
giant. 

" My dear, that 's just what I 've been thinking 
for hours," answered the mother. 

" Father must build a new house," said the giant. 
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" That he never will do," answered the mother. 

And upon that the giant began to howL 

"There never waa anybody treated like me. 
Nobody thinks of anything but themselves. I might 
be dead for anything you would care. Aw 1 aw ! '' 
howled the giant. 

And then of course the mother began to cry too, 
and, as she always did whenever he made her cry, 
she commenced giving in to him as fast as ever she 
could. 

" 111 ask father to build a new house," she said. 

" Aw 1 aw ! I don't care ! " blubbered the giant. 

" 1 11 speak to him about it this very day," said 
the mother. 

" Tou may do as you like," answered the 
giant. 

" My boy shan't lie at night and blister his 
feet," said the mother. 

" You don't care whether I blister both head and 
feet too," answered the giant. 

However, at last she got him into rather a better 
humour, and it was settled between them that as 
soon as ever the father came from the wood they 
should ask him to build a new house. 

So when the father returned to his dinner — 

" Father," said his wife, as she handed him a 
bowl of soup, " we Ve been thinking that you will ' 
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have to take a few weeks soon, and biiild ns a new 
house/^ 

Now, though the mother said' this so coolly, yet 
all the time she spoke she was trembling in her 
shoes, for she knew very well what sort of an answer 
she was likely to get And I can teU you she was 
not mistaken, for the father set down his spoon, and 
up he lifted his head, and — 

** What nonsense are you talking now V said he. 
"Build a new house! Is. the old one falling to 
pieces ? '' and he gave her such a look that it nearly 
knocked her down. 

"Well, no — ^no, not exactly falling to pieces,'' 
she answered ; and her voice went up and down so, 
because she was in such a tremble, that you could 
scarcely hear what she said ; " not exactly falling to 
pieces, father, but it 's so small, you know, that the 
poor dear Giant can't get his proper night's rest in it" 

" Oh — ^the Giant can't get his proper night's rest 

in it, can't he ? " said the father, and with that, up 

he got from his seat, though he hadn't eaten a 

mouthful of his dinner yet, and with his face so 

swelled with the rage he was in that it was near 

double its ordinary size. " He can't get his proper 

night's rest in it, can't he ? " he said. " Then teU 

him he may try what kind of rest he can get out of 

it — the idle, lazy, good-for-nothing rascal I " 

c 



1 8 THE GIANT. 

And with tliat he dashed out of the cottage, 
leaving the whole of his dinner behind him. 

Then, ^s you may suppose, the mother began to 
cry, and she cried and groaned so loud that the 
giant, who was lying under half a dozen trees in 
the wood, presently heard the noise she made, and 
shouted out to know what the matter was; and 
when she went to him and told him (and she re- 
peated every word that his father had said, and a 
few more), you can fancy what a temper he was in. 
He called his father all the wicked names that he 
could think of, and went on in such a way all 
through the afternoon that the mother at last was 
quite at her wit's end to know what to do with 
him. 

While this was going on at home, the father, 
working in the wood, was thinking over what his 
wife had said, and wondering very sorrowfully what 
it would be best to do. For you see he had never, 
as the mother had, been able to fall down and adore 
the giant; for his own part, he didn't care for giants; 
from the very first, when he had had to give up his 
bed to him, he had felt that a giant in the house 
would be very much iq the way. He had been very 
comfortable at. home before the giant was bom. In 
those days his wife used to have nothing else to 
think of but him, and. he never came from his work 
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but he would find her standing at the door in her 
neat dean gown, ready to smile at him and welcome - 
him back, and she would sit beside him in the 
evenings with her work in her hands, prattling to. 
him so kindly ; but all this had come to an end at 
the giant's birth ; he had come between them, and 
spoHed her love for him from the very hour he waa 
bom* 

It had been a hard life for the poor father ever 
since. Up early and down late— working hard all 
day — and little to get for it but cold looks at home, 
for, you see, work as hard as ever he liked, he never 
bro^ht home enough to satisfy tiie giant ; and a« 
for his wife (though it was no fault of hers) the poor 
woman had never had a new best gown to her back 
since the giant had come into world. 

So the father, as he worked this afternoon, 
thought of all these things, and of what a long 
weary struggle it had been, and the more he thought 
of it the sadder and sadder he got, for he felt like 
one who had had a burden strapped upon his back 
which was every day getting heavier and heavier, 
and which he saw no way of ridding himself of. 
And the more he thought the sadder he got, and he 
could hardly go on working at last, he was so sor- 
rowful and weary at heart. 

But when it had become evening, and he turned 
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on his way home> suddenly as he walked along this 
sadness passed away from him, and quite an unex- 
pected cheerfidness and hopefulness came over him. 
It was as if he had come out from a dark lane into 
bright sunshine* He walked along, and thought, 
and laughed to himsett « Who knows ? '' he said 
once ; " the old days may come back yet " Then 
he began to think of them again, and went along 
smiling. 

When he reached the cottage, he found it all 
quiet, and going in softly he found that his wife and 
the giant had both fallen fast asleep (for they had 
had such an afternoon of it together, you know, that 
they were quite worn out). So he went to the bed 
Where his wife lay, and threw a cloak over heir to 
keep her warm, and then, for he felt very kindly to 
her, he stood by her side and looked at her face, which^ 
as she lay sleeping so calmly, seemed to have grown 
younger, and as he looked he smiled again, for he 
could almost think that she was his young kind 
wife returned to Mm. Theu he weat and soMy 
raked the coals together, and sat down by the fire- 
aide thinldng. 

When he had sat so for about half an hour the 
giant gave a groan, and turned round and opened 
his eyes. 

Now, as you know, the giant had been in a great 
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rage with his father all the afternoon, and so I dare- 
say you think that when he awoke and found him 
so close to him, he would begin to say a few of those 
things to his face that he had been saying so freely 
"behind his back ; but he didn't do so at alL The 
fact is, though the giant was such a big strong fel-- 
low, he was always much fonder of saying things 
behind people's backs than to their faces. He was 
a prudent giant, and liked to take care of himself 
and keep out of harm's way ; so when he awoke just 
BOW and saw his father sitting by the fire, instead of 
repeating a word of all those he had been saying so 
glibly diring the afternoon, he just squeezed his 
knuckles into his eyes, and then looked out again, 
and said sulkily- 

" Oh, you 've come back— have you ? " 

"Yes, Giant, I've come back," answered the 
father quite cheerftdly. 

And then the giant hadn't another word to Say, 
but sat up on one Ilbow and stared before him inS 
the fire. 

So when this had gone on for some time, and the 
father saw that the giant was well awake, he all at 
once began again, ^ 

" Giant," he said 

[*' Hadn't the giant got ^ name, A. Z. ? " asked 
Frank. 
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" No/' answered A. Z. ; "he was just called 

"Giant," said the father, "it's queer how one 
takes to dreaming sometimes about old things. 
What do you think has been running in my head 
while you have been asleep V ' 

'' How should I know ? '' answered the giant 
surlily. 

" The days when I was a boy — that 's what I Ve 
been thinking cf,'' said the father. " One time in 
particular — dear, dear! what a merry time that 
was ! '* And then the father leant back in his chair, 
and off and on for the next minute or two there he 
lay chuckling. 

Well, you can't think how that aggravated the 
giant He glowered at his father imder his heavy 
black eyebrows, and the more the father laughed 
and seemed to enjoy himsel^-lhe angrier he became, 
till presentiy he got quite red with rage. 

" You needn't keep all the fan to yourself" he 
grumbled out at last, and with that the fatiier 
turned to him again quite good humouredly, and — 

"No, my boy, that's true," he said, "for it isn't 
much that falls to your luck here. Things were 
different with me. Giant, when I WBS. a boy, I 
wouldn't have stood a life like this — bless you, 
no!" 
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"What sort of a Me had you then," said the 
giant sulkily, " i£ it wasn^t like this V 

"The right sort, my lad,'^ answered the father. 
** Plenty to do and see — ^plenty to eat and drink-r- 
and no end of ftin. What d' you think I did 6nce 
for a bit of fun, Giant V 

"/ don^t know," said the giant surlily; but, 
though he pretended not to care about hearing, he 
pricked up his ears. 

" Ean away ! " said the father. " What d' you 
think of that ? " • 

Well, the giant didn't quite know what to 
think of it, but as his father was waiting for an 
answer — 

"Depends upon what you did next," he said 
prudently. 

" That's true ; so it does," answered the father. 
" Now what do you think I did ?" 

"Lost yourself?" suggested the giant, after a 
little reflection. 

" Why, what would have been the fun of that ? " 
said the father, "No, Fell in love!" 

He gave a look towards the bed as he spoke, but 
the mother wa« quite fa«t asleep. 

•' Fell in love r echoed the giant "Who with?" 

"Well, I'm not quite sure, GianV said the 
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father, "but I think" — and then he dropped his 
voice — *' I think she was a princess." 

" A princess ! " exclaimed the giant, and you may 
fancy how he opened all his eyes. 

** TeSy 1 think she was a princ^ess," said the father. 
" She had a gold crown on her head, and as for 
jewels, why, you'd have thought she was jewels all 
over. It was as much as you could do to look at 
her." 

"Why?" said the giant. 

" Because she glittered so," answered the father. 
" It was like coming beside one of the stars. You 
never saw anytiimg like it, Giant 1" 

There was no denying that ; the giant had cer- 
tainly never seen anything like it at alL He began 
to scratch his head thoughtfully when his father 
paused. 

When they had both been quiet for a few 
moments — 

"And how did you lose sight of her?" said 
the giant 

" Ah I" answered the father, and he shut his eyes, 
and began to shake his head slowly up and down. 
" When I think of it, Giant !" 

" What is it you're thinking of?" roared out the 
giant 
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" How they found me, and took me home/' siaid 
the father. That's what Fm thinking of/' 

And then he began to groan. 

" Well, it's all very fine," said the giant, after 
he had thought again for a little, " to talk of what 
vsed to be. Things aren't now as they used to be. 
There 's no princesses now — ^nor anything else." 

" What ! no princesses ?" said the father, opening 
his eyes aa if he had never been so surprised at any 
remark in his life. "Well!" and he nodded his 
head up and down, " try if there aren't." 

**/ don't know where to try," said the giant 
sulkily. 

" Oh, Fm not going to tell you," said the father. 
" There were princesses, and heaps of things, in my 
time. Why, the world's full of wonders ! But no- 
body asks you to go and look for them. Heaps of 
wonders ! " repeated the father ; but with that, all 
at once, he feU into such a dreadful fit of coughing, 
that the noise he made woke the mother ; and then, 
as you may suppose, there was no more talk of 
princesses that night 

But, for the first time in all his life, when he 
went to bed that evening, the giant couldn't sleep. 
There he lay, rolling and tossing, and nothing could 
he think of, but princesses with crowns on their 
heads, and all the other fine things that there must 
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be in the world " Princesses, and heaps of wonders ! '' 
that was what his father had said, and you can^t 
think how the words rang in the lazy giant's ears. 
" What a wonderful place the world must be ! " 
thought the giant to himself. 

By the time the mommg had come, I think you 
can guess what the giant had determined to dol 
He had made up his mind that he would set out that 
very day, and see what the world was like. You 
must know that he was so lazy that he had never 
yet gone out of the wood, and had no more idea of 
what was beyond it than you have, but he felt How 
that he could not possibly live another day without 
finding out. He was even in such a hurry to set off 
that he got up an hour earlier than he had ever 
done in his life before, quite giving his mother a 
turn, as you may fancy, when she saw what he was 
about. 

r However, he didn't say a word to her about what 
he was going to do until he was dressed and had had 
his breakfast, and then, all at once, as she was be^ 
ginning to wash up the cups and saucers — 

*' Mother,'' said the giaiit, "how many loaves 
have you got in the house ?" 

^* Loaves?" said the mother, and she starfed at 
him quite astonished ; but she went to the pantry 
and counted them, and said, " fourteen." (For you 
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know the giant had such an appetite that they were 
always obliged to keep a good supply.) 

« m take them/^ said the giant then. 

"You 11 take them where V cried the mother. 

" Into the worid; Fni going to see it/^ said the 
giant. 

And then the mother set up such a scream that 
you might have heard it half through the wood. 

However, the giant didn^ much mind scream- 
ing, so, while she was recovering her breath, he went 
away to the pantry, and packed up the loaves. He 
tied them all up in a great towel, and slung them 
round his neck, and then he went up to his mother, 
and said coolly — 

" Now, Fm oflf.'' 

But the poor mother was sobbing as if her heart 
would break, 

" Oh, Giant, Giant, stay one other day,'^ she 
said. 

^ I won't stay another hour,'' said the giant. 

^* It 11 kill me ! I shall never get over it !" cried 
the mother. 

" Oh, stuff and nonsense ! " said the giant. 

And then he kissed her, and said good bye to 
her, and before she could even ask him if he would 
ever come back again, he had shut the door and was 
gone. 
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The first thing he did was to go through the 
wood to where his £a.ther was at work. When he 
came to him— 

" Hallo 1 " said the father, pretending to look sur- 
prised, " where are you off to, Giant ? '' 

'^ I 'm going into the worW said the giant 

" No ! — ^you don't say so ? " cried the father. 

" Yes, I am,*' said the giant. 

" Going to look for princesses ? *' said the father. 

" I shouldn't be the first if I was," answered the 
surly giant 

« That's true. Giant," said the father. " Well, I ' 
hope you Tl find one ; " and then he gave a great 
chuckle. 

** Good bye," said the giant. 

^'Good bye," answered the father; and they 
shook hands. 

" Don't give up if you shouldn't find her just at 
first," called out the father. 

All right ! " said the giant ; and away he went 



ti 



. "Now, Dick," said A- Z., breaking ofl^ «weTl 
stop here." 

"But it isn't the end!" said Dick sharply,in a 
tone of injury. 

" It can't be near the ei^d 1 " chimed in Kitty 
and Frank. 
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"No, it isn^t the end, but the end will keep,'' 
said A. Z. ** We Ve had enough of it for one day/' 

" It 's a funny story, A. Z.," said little Gracie, not 
quite sure whether she liked it. 

" / think it 's nonsense ! " said Tom boldly. 

" Oh, Tom ! " cried Frank, and Kitty sitting still 
upon the floor. 

" Did he ever find the princess, A. Z. ? " asked 
Peggy thoughtfully. 

" I couldn't possibly tell you to day, Peggy," an- 
swered A. Z. 

" Did he ever come upon any castles? " demanded 
Tom, who was still perched inside his. 

" I shouldn't wonder that he did," said A Z. 

" Why do you say you * shouldn't wonder V As 
if you didn't know ! " cried Tom indignantly, con- 
scious of equivocation. 

" I don't know," answered A. Z. 

At which they all stared at her, but A. Z. only 
laughed and rose up. 

" Away! oflf with you, every one. The rain 's at 
an end ! " she cried. 

The rain was at an end to be sure, and they all 
ran off into the open air, and left A. Z. a quiet hour 
before tea. 
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PAET THE SECOND. 

INHERE was school in the mornings, for a 
longer or shorter time, for all the children 
" except little Grace, so A. Z. got on very 
k well next day till after dinner. The hoys, 
who were kept longest at their lessons, came 
' home to dinner at three, and then when that 
& was over there was play for everybody. The 
room in which they usually sat in the after- 
noons when they were indoors was a large parlour 
very plainly furnished, so that the romps of the 
boys might not do much mischief; and here on the 
afternoon of this day they aU gradually assembled, 
dropping in one by one, when dinner was ended. 
It was rather a cold gloomy sort of day, and the 
ground was very wet, for it had been raining aU 
night 
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A. Z. saf down and took out her work. The 
Iboys were standing about looking out at the win- 
dows, Peggy was making a doll's petticoat, Kitty 
and Grace were at play together. After a few 
minutes, during which nothing particular was said— 

" You might as well finish that story, A. Z.,** 
said Dick bluntly, turning round. 

" Oh yes, that you might,'' said one or two more, 

" It 's so horrid wet," muttered Tom, " or else — 
grumble— grumble — grumble/' It was quite im- 
possible to say what the remainder of Tom's sentence 
was. 

" 1 11 finish the story if you like, Dick," said A. Z. 

And accordingly as soon as they had all settled 
where they would place themselves, she began : — 

The giant now had all the world before him 
where to choose, but as he didn't know much about 
choosing, for it was all as yet pretty near the same 
to him, he thought the best thing to do would be 
simply to march straight forward. So he did tKat. 
He walked on for about a couple of hours, and then 
the trees began to get thianer, and at last they 
ceased altogether, and the giant got fairly out of the 
wood, and as far as he could see before him, and on 
either side of him, there was nothing but a great flat 
spread of land 
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** I wonder if this is the world 1'' said tte giant 
to himselfl i But he looked rather blank as he spoke, 
for he didn't care very much for the sort of thing. 
However, he thought he would go a little further 
before he made up his mind about it, so he first sat 
down on the grass, and ate up two or three of the 
loaves, and then he got on his legs again and began 
to march forward. 

By the time he had walked for another hour or 
so, he liked the look of things rather better. He 
began to come upon a good many trees scattered 
here and there, which made him feel more comfort- 
able, for, of course, until now, he had never so much 
as imagined a place without trees, and presently he 
even in the distance before him saw a cottage, which 
was so like the cottage in which he had always 
lived, that at first sight of it he shouted out " Hallo ! " 
and fairly thought that he had got home again. 
However, he soon saw that that was a mistake, so he 
walked on quickly, and got to the door of the cot- 
tage, feeling a good deal of curiosity to know what 
sort of people might be living inside. 

There was no knocker on the door he found when 
'he reached it, so he rapped at it with his knuckles, 
and though he meant only to give a light little 
tap, yet the door quite shook when he knocked at 
it, and there was instantly such a screaming inside 



THE GIANT. 33 

that the giant couldn't think what on earth was the 
matter, 

** Who^s there V next moment roared out a very 
angry voice close to the keyhole. 

^* It's only me/' answered the giant, in rather a 
frightened tone, and he was just beginning to think 
whether it wouldn't perhaps be best to turn and 
run, wten suddenly the door was opened in his face, 
and if the people in the cottage had screamed loud 
before, they screamed ten times louder now, and, 
shrieking as if they would kill themselves, they 
tumbled over the chairs and tables, and bolted out 
at a back door, so that in less than a minute there 
wasn't a creature near the cottage but the giant 
himself. 

Well, the giant had never been so astonished 
before in all the course of his life. " Tfhey must all 
be stark mad !" he thought, and for a little while he 
felt rather uncomfortable, and did not more than 
half like it ; but presently, as he was stooping down 
and peering into the cottage, he began to smell a 
very savoury smell, and putting his head right in, 
what should he see upon the table but a great dish 
of eggs and bacon, all smoking hot. 

" Oh ho ! " thought the giant, chuckling, " you 
were going to have your dinners, were you ? 1 11 
just spare you the trouble of that." And in he went 

D 
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on his hands and knees, and sat down on the fioor, 
aiid it was not long before he had emptied the dish. 
He drank a great jug of beer, too, that he found 
staQding on the table, and when he had finished it 
he felt ready for anything. 

He did not care to stay in the cottage any longer, 
^o when his meal was finished he crept out at the 
door again, and got up and went away. He was sa 
merry that he began to sing as he went along, trol- 
ling out his song so loud that it was like the sound 
of a waterfall. But after a little while he fotmd a 
very steep hiU before him, and, as this tried his 
breath, he had to leave off singing for a time while 
he went up it. , 

As soon as ever he had got to the top, however, 
he bethought him that he would begin to sing again; 
so he did, and had just bellowed out his first words — 

" There was a pretty maideu '* 



when out there burst another scream louder than 
anything he had heard yet, and something jumped 
up before him, and then fell flat down upon the 
ground. 

Well, you may suppose that at that the giant 
left off singiug pretty quickly ; in. fact, he was so 
startled by the dreadful noise that he screamed too, 
and was very nearly tumbling down as well, when, 
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just as he was about to do so, he perceived that the 
person who had fallen first was nothing more nor 
less than a young girl. So, as soon as he saw that, 
he lost no time in recovering his senses. " Perhaps 
she ^s a princess ! ^' he thought to himself, and his 
heart began to go pit-a-pat, and, thinking it was 
highly probable that she was, he went cautiously 
forward, and dropped upon his knees on the grass, 
and cleared his throat, and began to wonder what 
would be the best way of addressing her. 

"Ahem 1 ahem V coughed the giant ; but, though 
he coughed so loud that all the echoes round began 
to say "Ahem I ^' too, yet the young woman at his 
side never moved so much as one of her eyelids. 

" Dear me, what is the matter with her ? Is she 
deaf?" thought the giant; and then he roared out, 
" Ahem!" again; and this time he made such a ter- 
rible noise that you would have thought a cannon 
had gone off, and the poor young woman started up 
from the ground, and in a moment had begun crying 
a»d sereaLg .gain a. if W heart w^d wT" 

" Oh, don^t kill me ! don't kill me 1 I never did 
you any harm 1 '^ cried the young woman, and she 
flung her arms into the air, and hid her face on the 
grotmd, and conducted herself in so strange a way 
that the giant really did not know whatever to do. 

" I don^t want to kill you," said he, as soon as he 
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could manage to speak at all. " What on earth ate 
you screaming at ?." And he was in such a rage 
with her by this time that he. took her by the arm 
as he spoke, and shook her. But instead of that 
quieting her, it made her give such a shriek that it 
was like all the other shrieks she had given before 
put into one,, and in a moment more (for the noise 
she made was so dreadful that, in his fright, the 
giant, losing his hold of her, clapped both hands up 
to his ears) she was scampering down the hill as 
you never saw any one scamper in all your life.- 

" Why, she 's mad too ! '' cried the giant then, 
and, as he stood on the hill top and watched her 
pelting down, he almost wished he was back in the 
cottage at home. For, you see, he had not in the 
Jeast begun to guess yet how it was because he was 
a giant that people got in such a fright at sight of 
him ; he never had imagined such a thing as that, 
and he was beginning to get quite uncomfortable at 
thQ thought of having to live in such a mad world. 
However, after pondering the matter in a very bad 
temper for a little while, he remembered what his 
father had said about not being in a hurry to come 
back, and he made up his mind that he would try it 
a little longer. So he began to go forward again. 

. He went down the hiQ by the same way that the 
girl had gone, and presently, far away, at the bottom 
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(rf it, he saw a number of houses all built close to 
one another. "Oh ho !'^ thought the giant, "this 
must be a town ; " and as he had never seen a town 
before he began to post towards it with all his might. 

But whUe he was stiQ some way from the bottomi 
of the hill, he heard the most dreadful noises all at 
once coming from the houses that you can imagine, 
and in a moment more there was nothing to be seen 
but little black dots of people flying helter skelter in 
all directions. 

" It must be a fire ! '' thought the giant at that^ 
and he stood still, and for a moment almost thought 
of running away too ; but then, though he looked 
with aU his eyes, he could not anywhere see any- 
thing in the least degree like fire, or even like smoke ; 
so, after scratching his head and considering the mat- 
ter a little, he went forward again. But by the time 
he got to the town there was not a creature left in it 
He went from street to street, and from house to 
houise, and there was not a living soul in any one of 
them. 

The giant was beginning to get a little used to 
strange things now, so he was not many minutes in 
making up his mind that he had better, without any 
delay, look about for a comfortable house to take up 
his quarters in. He looked into a good many, and 
Bit last he pitched upon the biggest one in the place, 
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and having gone in there, and locked the door to 
keep out the family in case they shotdd come back, 
he made himself at home in a very few minutes. He 
found a beautiful fire burning in the kitchen, and 
the tea things set, and the kettle boiling ; so he sat 
down and had tea, and then, finding himself unusually 
sleepy — for he had taken a great deal more exercise 
during the day than he was at all used to — after nod- 
ding for half an hour, and nearly tumbling two or 
three times into the fire, he perceived that the best 
thing he could do would be to go to bed. So he 
fetched aU the feather beds that there were in the 
house into the drawing room, and laid them on the 
floor there, and was asleep in five minutes. 

He slept so soundly and so long that he never 
awoke next morning till it was quite late, and when 
he did open his eyes at last, he hardly knew whether 
the sun reaUy had risen yet or not, for— what do 
you think? — all the windows were so blocked up 
by faces that scarcely a ray of daylight could come 
in. There they were — swarming up upon ladders 
and tables, and on one another^s shoulders, all staring 
at him — ^two faces staring out of every pane — while 
he slept You may fancy what a skurry there was 
the moment he began to move 1 Down they went 
pell-mell — over one another^s heads — bladders and 
tables and all, and with such a dreadful noise, as they 
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tumbled to the ground, that you would have thought 
the house iteelf was coming down. It startled the 
giant so that he bolted out of bed almost without 
knowing what he was doing, and in another moment 
he had thrown up the windows aud had his head in 
the street, 

" What ^s the matter ? '^ cried the giant 

" Oh-h-h ! ^^ roared the people. And away they 
scudded as if they were mad. 

"Stopl Hy!" caQed the giant 

But the louder he called they only ran the faster. 

" It's a most extraordinary thing!" said the giant 

Howeyer he was too himgry just then to trouble 
himself much about it, so he went away down-stairs 
and poked up the kitchen fire, and made a 'fine 
breakfast upon a leg of mutton and a cold goose 
which he found in the larder. 

He was too busy^ as long as he went on eating, to 
think much more of what was going on outside ; but 
when his meal was finished he thought he would go 
.I^tair, again and Wee another look'ont at the wii 
dow. 'And accordingly up he went, aCud as soon as 
he got near the window he saw that all the people 
had come back again, and had filled the street^ so 
thick that you could hardly hiave thrown an apple 
between them ; and when he put out his head and 
stared at them,, though they all began to shake so 
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that they could scarcely stand, yet this time they 
. did not run away. 

When he saw that, the giant began to laugh. 

" Ho ! ho 1 ho ! " laughed the giant ; and he 
nearly blew two or three of the people away, he 
laughed so loud. 

" Oh don t! — don 1 1 " cried the people, when they 
saw what he was doing. 

"Don't what f " roared the giant. 

" Don t laugh so loud 1" cried the people. 

But the giant only laughed at that louder than 
ever, so that the noise he made broke nearly aU the 
windows in the street, and put the people in such a 
fright that faU half of them ran away. 

" What are you running away for now ? " cried 
the giant. 

" The glass is flying all over our heads 1 '* cried 
the people. 

"Why, dear me, so it is/ said the giant; and 
he looked up and down the street quite amazed, 
for he had not an idea that he had Broken the 
windows. 

" Oh, pray don't laugh again ! We '11 do any- 
thing if you 'U be quiet ! We 'U bring you as much 
food as you can eat ! " shouted the people. 

" That 's very kind of you," answered the giant 
" Suppose you go and. bring it then.'' And. he had 
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scarcely spoken, when oflF a dozen or two of them 
pelted as hard as they could run. 

Then the giant sat down by the window, and 
began quite condescendingly to talk to the people. 

" I ve come out to see the world," said the giant. 

"Oh! — ^to see the world, have you?" said the 
people. 

^^ Yes, to see the world, and — oh, by the way," 
said the giant, just remembering it, " you haven't 
such a thing as a princess here, have you ? " 

"A princess! " echoed the people, and they all 
turned as white as sheets with fright. " No 1 " 

"Oh! — well,, it isn't much matter. But I'm 
looking for one," said the giant. 

"We have some delicious young lambs, — or if 

you could fancy a fat calf or two " said the 

people, all shaking in their shoes. 

But when they had got so far, the giant burst 
into such a fresh roar of laughter that all the people 
together had to thrust their fingers into their ears, 
and could not utter another word. 

" Lambs ! " cried the giant. " Ho ! ho ! — ^lambs 
and fat calves ! Ho ! ho ! ho ! " And he had fairly 
to hold his sides with laughter. • " Don't you know 
the difference between a princess, and a — ho ! ho ! 
ho ! — a lamb and a fat calf ? " 

Well, yes, of course, the people tried to tell him 
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they did know the diflference between the things he 
mentioned; but they had ventured to hope — and then 
they all began to shake again — that, as they had not 
got a princess in the place at all, 'the giant might 
possibly condescend to be satisfied with the flavour 
of a tender young call 

But they had hardly got the words out of their 
mouths when the giant was roaring louder than ever, 
and rolling backwards and forwards-he was in such 
a state of glee. 

" They think I want to eat her ! " cried the giant. 
" Oh ! oh ! — ^they think I want to eat her ! " And 
it was several minutes before he could sit upright 
again. 

Of course the people in the street felt a good 
deal comforted when they saw how much amused at 
that notion the giant was. 

*^ I want to marry her ! " said the giant, as soon 
as he could speak. 

"Ohl — to marry her, do you?" echoed the 
people ; and, hard as they had been staring at him 
before, they all stared harder than ever now. 

" Yes," said the giant, " that 's the chief reason 
why I 'm here." 

And upon that all the people together gave such 
a sigh of relief that it was like a great wind in the 
place. 
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**Now," said the giant confidentially, looking 
down over the window, ." if any of you know where 
I could find such a thing — ^because I *m rather in a 
hurry — I wish you 'd tell me. You know what a 
princess is like ? — ^glittering all over, you know — 
like one of the stars," said the giant, remembering 
the description his father had giv^ him. 

But the people only stared in his face at this, 
and though one and all opened their mouths, they 
never so much as uttered a word. 

" Did you never see one ?" roared the giant then, 
beginning to get in a rage. 

** No-o-o ! " said the people, all turning as white 
again as ghosts. 

" Then you 're a pack of fools ! " said the giant 
in a fury ; and he drew in his head, and was just 
going to dash down the casement, when all the 
people in the street began to make such a piteous 
howling that he could not help, out of pure curiosity, 
looking out again to see what was the matter with 
them. 

"Oh, have pity on us! Don't kill us I Have 
mercy on us, and we'U do whatever you ask!" 
howled the people. 

Then the giant forgot aU about his anger, and 
burst out laughing again, for he was beginning at 
last to see how the matter stood, and I can tell you 
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he felt not a little vain at discovering what a terrible 
fellow he was thought to be. 

^*Wel], 111 think about it," said the giant, as 
soon as he could compose himself. And he tried to 
look very severe, and frowned, and shook his head. 
** I 'U think about it," he said. 

And at that the people cried — " Oh, thank you, 
Giant! Thank youl" And you would have thought 
to hear them that the giant was the kindest friend 
they had on earth. 

So in a few minutes more they had made a com- 
pact together that if the people would supply the 
giant with everything he wanted, he would not just 
at present take their lives. And then the people 
went away quite happy, and the giant went down- 
stairs to have his luncli. 

Now (said A. Z.) I must leave you to imagine 
very much for yourselves the sort of life that the 
giant led for a good while after this. He Hved in 
this big house like a king in his palace, and all the 
people in the town were as his servants. From 
morning till night he did nothing but think of what 
he should most like to have, and call out for it, and as 
soon as ever he called a score of people would run to 
bring the thing he called for. It was a very royal life. 

But still, after it had lasted for some time, the 
giant began to get a little tired of it. 
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** I may as well go and see something new," said 
the giant to himself; " I was bom to be king of all 
the world,'^ — ^this was the way in which the giant 
had come to talk of himself now, — "so it's hardly 
fit that I should go on wasting time here. They 're 
very well-meamng people, but it 's hardly, after all, 
the sort of place for me." 

So one morning the giant looked out at the win- 
dow, and called — " Hy 1 " At which all the people 
came running together pell-mell. 

" I called you here," said the giant, when they 
were aU assembled, "just to say to you that I'm 
going away." 

"; Going away ! " echoed the people, and though 
they could almost have leaped into the air for joy, 
yet they were in such fear of the giant, that they all 
made their faces half a yard long. 

" Yes," said the giant, " I 'm going. I ought to 
see a little more of the world. I may perhaps come 
back again some day," — they all began to shake like 
aspen leaves when he said that, — " but for the pre- 
sent, I'm going. So fetch me a good bag of pro- 
visions, and I'll say good bye to you." 

You may be sure they fetched him the provisions 
even quicker than they had ever fetched him any- 
thing yet, and as soon as they had brought the bag, 
he threw it on his back and nodded good-bye to 
them, and went off. 
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For a long time after this the giant wandered 
about, now stajdng in one place, now in another, and 
wherever he went he had everything pretty much 
his own way. No matter where it was, all the 
people fell, on their knees before him, or, if they did 
not, he soon made them ; he had nothing to do but 
to knock down a dozen or two of them, and the rest 
were sure after that to come to their senses. So the 
giant soon came to think that the world was au ex- 
tremely pleasant place to live in. 

After this had gone on for a long time, and the 
giant had grown so haughty and exacting and 
tjrrannical that what to do with him the poor 
people who had to entertain him scarcely knew, and 
all the country round was filled with groans and 
sighs because of him, one day he left a town in 
which he had been staying, ruining everybody in 
the place with the fine entertainments he had made 
them give him for a month or two ; and, as he was 
going alon^ wondering what he should come to 
• next (for, though he had everything he asked for, he 
was continually giving prodigious yawns, and long- 
ing for something new), he presently came upon a 
man on horseback riding softly towards him. 

"Hallo!" thought the giant to himself, "who 
have we got here ? " And he pricked up his ears, 
and marched forward briskly, for he had not seen a 
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create for three or four hours, and was begmning 
to feel quite tired of being alone* 

So, as soon as he came near to him — 

" Halt ! " cried the giant 

Upon which the horseman halted at once — ^horse 
and man quite quietly — and stood looking at the 
giant as if he was not a bit bigger than himself. 

"Ahem 1 " said the giant, a little confounded at 
that, and clearing his throat — "Ahem I Who are 
you?" 

"Who are you who ask me?" answered the 
horseman. 

Upon which in an instant the giant flew into a 
rage. 

" Who am I ? Ill teach you to know who I 
am!" roaxed the giant; and he flung up his arm to 
give him such a box on the ears as should send him 
to the ground ; when in an instant it seemed as if 
the sun flashed out before him, and next moment not 
the horseman but the giant himself lay on the earth. 

"Not a strong arm that of yours, Giant," the 
horseman said quietly. And the giant, when he tried 
to raise himself, found he was so weak that he could 
not so much as clamber up upon his knees. 

You may fancy to yourselves the rage the giant 
was in then. He was in such a state that he foamed 
at the mouth. 
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"You^re a magician! — your're a wizard! — ^you're 
an evil spirit 1 " roared the giant, plunging about to 
try and get on his feet, with the beads of perspira- 

tba stanLg on hi. forehead with passion a^d ^ht 

But the horseman only said — "Hush, poor fool!" 
And after a minute he stooped and took the gianf s 
hand in his, and, as if he had been a child^ lifted him 
up. At that the giant's tongue clove to the roof of 
his mouth, and he trembled like an old man as he 
stood. 

Then the hojrseman took a part of his horse's 
reins, and flung them over the giant's neck, and 
said— "Follow me;" and began to ride forward. 
And, though the giant tried to tear off the rein, yet, 
lightly as it had been thrown, it seemed to clasp him 
round like an iron chain, and the horse dragged him 
forward, and, would he or would he not, he had to 
follow where the rider went. 

The rider rode on softly towards a hill that lay 
before him, on the top of which, rising out of a 
crest of trees, stood a great castle, with towers and 
turrets springing up into the sky, all glittering in 
the sun like gold. 

" It looks like a king's palace," thought the giant; 
and in the midst of his shame and rage and conster- 
nation his mouth watered to get possession of it. 
" If I could only get this rein off me," he thought to 
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himself, and in his fury lie threw himself down 
upon the groimd again, and dug his teeth into the 
rein,, and tried to gnaw it through, and howled so 
that you would have thought the place was full of 
wild beasts. But he could no more cut the rein 
asunder than if it had been made of rings of steel 

" Eise up!'' cried the horseman then; and, though 
he had spoken quite quietly before, this time his voice 
rang out like a trumpet, and he struck the spurs into 
his horse, and the beast rushed up the hill, and once 
Inore the giant had to get on his legs, and, would he 
or would he not, again to follow at the horse's heels. 

So in that manner, without another word, they 
went up the hill, and got to the castle gate, and 
when they arrived there the horseman took a little 
bugle from his side, and blew a note, and imme- 
diately the castle doors flew open, and the giant 
found himself in a great court paved with marble, 
and all the walls aroimd him, and the castle in the 
middle of them, were built of marble too, and the 
towers and turrets of the castle were of gold. Any- 
thing so splendid the giant had never seen in all his 
life before, and as he looked at it he roared and 
gnashed his very teeth for fury. 

The horseman rode into the middle of the court, 
the giant following after him ; then he sprang from 
his horse, and in the same moment lifted off the rein 

E 
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from the giant's neck — upon which, as you may sup- 
pose, the vicious giant made another spring at him, 
but the horseman with a laugh merely caught his arm, 
and the giant could no more lift it again than if he 
had been a child of a week old. 

Then the horseman said once more — "Follow 
me;" and he went in at the palace door, and the 
giant, without power to resist, went after him. 

They went into a large kingly hall, all glittering 
with gold and jewels. There were no windows in it, 
yet — though in what way the giant could not tell — 
the light entered into it, a light softer than sunlight 
There were a great many people in the hall, and 
when the horseman entered they all bowed low before 
him, and made a way for him to walk up through 
the centre of it, which he did, the giant following 
still at his heels, till he reached the far end. Then 
he stood still, and said to the giant — 

"Lie down." 

" Where ? " asked the giant sullenly. 

" Here," answered the horseman, and he pointed 
to the floor at the head of the haU. 

So the giant, foaming at the mouth, lay down, 
and he lay between the two side walls of the hall, 
his head touching the ond and his feet the other. 

Then the horseman raised his voice, and said — 
" Bring a net and cover him ! " and half a dozen 
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people ran and brought a net and threw it over him. 
It was a net so large that it covered him from head 
to foot, and the meshes of it were made of steel. 
The poor giant gave a great howl, and began to kick 
for his life when they threw it over him, but in a 
moment they had it fastened down to the floor with 
iron skewers, and the giant was as helpless under it 
as though he lay at the bottom of the sea. 

As soon as he saw that it was all over with him, 
he began to make such a noise that you might have 
heard him half a dozen miles away. He howled so 
loud, and roared out such wicked words, that all the 
people in the haJl stopped their ears, and half of 
them in a fright ran away — ^which, as soon as he saw 
it, only made the giant howl louder than ever ; in 
fact, he exerted himself out of spite to such an ex- 
tent that he got quite black in the face, as if he was 
going to have a fit. And he probably would have 
had one if they had let him go on much longer, but, 
just as he was getting together all his breath to give 
one more horrid howl than any that had gone be- 
fore, the horseman called out—" Gag him !" and in a 
moment the net was lifted from his face and a gag 
was in his mouth, and the great howl was stopped 
for ever. Then, after that, you could only see by 
the look in his eyes that the giant was almost out of 
his mind with fury. 
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He lay and looked into the horseman's face, and 
the horseman stood and looked at him. The horse- 
man had thrown off his riding hat and cloak now, 
and though his clothes were dark and plain, he had 
a gold crown set on his golden hair, and the giant 
knew that he was a king. 

So, when they had both looked at one another 
for a minute or more— 

" So thou thoughtest," said the king, " that my 
dominion was thine,— thou thoughtest that thou 
wert fit to be a king ! " And then he looked at him 
with a very pitying smile, and said — ^^ Thou poor 
fool ! Lie there and learn what a king's life is." 

And when he had said these words he turned 
a.way, and instead of his face — which, though it was 
grave, was so beautiful that it was like an angel's — 
crowds and crowds of other faces came, and looked 
at the giant, and mocked or pitied him. And so it 
went on all day, and the giant's staring, burning 
eyebaJls never stopped glaring at them all till night 
came, and the haU at last was left empty. 

Night and day the giant lay imder the net for 
weeks and weeks. Nobody took much notice of him ; 
after the first day or two nearly all the people went 
to and 6*0 without almost looking at him. Once 
every morning, for the first week or so, the king^ 
came and stood beside him, and as soon as he came 
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some one raised the net, and took the gag out of the 
giant s mouth, and then the king said — 

" Wflt thou He silent. Giant ? " 

But the giant always in answer to that question 
gave only a vicious howl ; and in a moment more 
the gag was clapped on him again, and the net was 
fastened down, and the king went away. 

Till at last one day when the king came as usual 
and asked — "Wilt thou be silent?" the giant, in- 
stead of his usual howl, uttered never a sound. 

So that day there was a pause after the king had 
spoken ; and then he said — " Let down the net." 
And the net was fastened down, but the giant's 
mouth was free. But after that day, for a long 
jtime, the king did not come to his side again. 

After a Uttle whHe, when the giant's first rage 
was partly'over (for you know, however badly we are 
treated, even the best of us can't live, in a downright 
rage for ever), he began to look about him, and to 
find that a great deal that was very durious went on 
in the great hall. It was a busy place ; and the 
sfcrangegrf; thing was that the busiest person in it 
seemed to be the king. Other people's work began 
and ended, but his work seemed to be for ev^. 
Rest for others : no rest- for him. 

" The man must be out of his wits ! '' thought the 
giant to himself again and again. 
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No rest for him. Whoever had pain, or sorrow, 
or trouble, came and laid down his bm'den before him- 
Sometimes the king could heal the trouble at once, 
and he who had suffered from it went away blessing 
the king's name ; sometimes it took days of patient 
work to get it healed ; but, let the time required be 
long or short, the king refused it to no one — ^turned 
no one away. There were people of every sort that 
came^ to him — rich men clothed in embroidered 
robes, and poor men and women dressed in sorrowful 
rags ; but, never heeding their rich clothes or their 
tattered coats, the king gave to them all alike, or, if 
he favoured any, it was always, as the giant s^w 
with wonder, those who were the poorest clad 
amongst them — ^the oldest and feeblest, men weighed 
down with age and sorrow, women white-faced with 
want, little children (for even children came to him) 
with naked feet. And, let what tales there would 
be told to him, so that they were sad and true, he 
let no one go from him without comfort. Only they 
WAist be true ; that was a necessity, the giant saw. 
If the stories were false, then the tellers of them 
were swept out from the king's presence, and they 
went away scorned and despised of all people. 

A great many days had passed since the gag had 
been taken out of the giant's mouth (though no one 
had yet said a word to him, nor he to any one), when 
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one day again the king, as he came into the haU, 
stopped by the side of the net, and looked at the 
giant, and said— 

" Art thou learning thy lesson, Giant ? " 

But the giant made no answer, and the king 
passed on. 

Yet after that, each morning as he came first 
into the hall, the king stopped at the giant b side, 
and asked — 

" Art thou learning thy lesson ? " 

And generally the giant scowled and said no- 
thing ; and once or twice he said snUenly- 

" I am learning no lesson ! " 

But when he said that he told a lie — ^for he was. 
He did not want to learn it, and fought against 
learning it with aU his might, but leaxn it he did, 
for he could not help himself. Day after day he 
learnt what it was to be a king. 

He used to He under his net, and find himself 
listening with the. strangest kind of interest to the 
stories that were told the king. " I daresay they Ve 
all a pack of lies ! '' he used to mutter to himself 
every now and then, and, if anybody came near him 
and seemed to look at him, he would pretend to be 
whistling, or would begin to twirl his thumbs, or 
what you please — ^but in half a minute you may be 
sure he was stretching his ears again to hear every 
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word that was being said-wondering, too, aU the 
time what the king would do at the end, and how he 
would set aU that was so wrong right. 

" If I were he I'd do — this or that," he used to find 
himself muttering sometimes ; and when by chance 
it turned out that the king perhaps did do just what 
the giant thought that he would have done in his 
place, the giant could have bellowed out for satisfac- 
tion. He once or twice did almost call out — " Bravo !" 
and only stopped himself by pretendiug that he had 
got a frightful cough when the word was half out of 
his mouth. 

But of course after anything of this sort he was 
always dreadfully aahamed of himseU^ for the giant 
thought it was veiy weak and foolish indeed to take 
an interest in anybody's business except his own ,— 
and indeed he neyer had been guUty of ,«eh . thing 
in all his life before. But still they were such curi- 
ous stories that were told the king, that really for the 
life of him he could not help listening to them. So, 
if he was ashamed of himself to-day, he was lis- 
tening aB haxd as ever again tx^morrow! And,which 
was curious, the more he listened the more he desired 
to hear, and strange thoughts would come at times 
into the giant's mind, — so that sometimes he would 
even forget altogether about himself, and how ill- 
used he waa, lying there under his net like a miser- 
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able imprisoned fish, aud would begin instead to 
ponder wonderingly about the things that this king 
did; and day by day this grew upon him, tiU at last 
the strangest feeling came to him — a sort of bewitch- 
ment he thought it was — ^which made him watch 
the king morning and noon and night, and listen for 
his voice, and catch the sound of it among all other 
voices there, and when each dawn came kept him 
counting hours and minutes till the king should 
come for that one daily moment to his side. A 
feeling that seemed to force him to do things he 
never meaat to do ; for one day, after a long time, 
when the king came and looked at him, and said as 
usual — *^ Art thou learning thy lesson, Giant ? " the 
giant neither held his tongue, nor growled out aa 
before — " I am learning no lesson ! '^ but slowly an- 
swered — " Yes.^' 

That day the king remained standing by him, 
and the giant and the king each looked in the other's 
face for a long time, and then the king said softly— 

" Have patience a little longer." 

And, having said that, he went away. And the 
giant lay stOl, and uttered never a word more, but 
all day long he watched the king as he moved here 
and there, roUing his big eyes aaer him wherever he 
went, andagreat solemn fear of him came into his 
heart, the like of which he had never felt in all his 
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life before ; and he listened a^ he had never listened 
yet when the old and the poor came in to tell their 
stories to the • king, and as he heard them strange 
feeliiigs stirred abo^t tie giaat's heart, and strange 
mists came into his eyes. 

For this was the truth, that the giant — the lazy, 
selfish, brutish giant — had looked on the bright face 
with its golden hair till it seemed to him now more 
beautiful than all the palace that it lived in, and 
had hearkened to the silver voice till the words it 
uttered had come to sound in his great mule's ears 
like music. There he lay imprisoned imder his net, 
and all this day, instead of thinking to himself, 
"Oh, what a noble, ill-used giant I am!" and 
gnashing his teeth, and longing to have his fingers 
about everybody's throat, he was muttering over and 
over again—" Oh, what a brute beast I am 1 " and 
ever so much more in the same style, the like of 
which, I think, never entered before into a big, idle, 
worthless giant's head. 

But the giant lay very still, and never uttered a 
word aloud to any one all day ; and, during that day, 
and during several days that followed, the king 
almost seemed to have forgotten that the giant lay 
there at all, for he came, and went, and never spoke 
to him, and morning and night the giant watched 
and watched for him in vain, and grew all in a 
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tremble fifty times a day, when he thought that he 
was coming near him, and all to no end, for look as 
he might the king never came. 

Until at last one day very early in the morning, 
when the giant lay awake, watching the light of the 
smmse as it floated in through the great room, and 
thinking how the splendour of it on the walls was 
like the gold of the king's hair — in that hour, very 
quietly, the king came in alone, and the giant looked 
up and saw him standing by his side; >ut the sun- 
light fell so fall all round him that the giant had to 
shade his eyes for a few moments before he could 
look at the bright face and the burning hair. 

" Is the lesson leaxnt. Giant ? " said the king. 

And the giant humbly answered — 

"Yes." 

Then the king stooped down, and looked him 
very sharply in the face, and asked him — 

" Wilt thou have thy liberty ? ' V 

To which, trembling, the giant answered, " Yes,'' 
again. 

And then the king pulled out the iron skewers, 
and lifted up the net, and said — 

" I give thee back what I took from thee. Rise up." 

And the giant rose up, but only for a moment, 
and then in a great tremble fell down at the king's 
feet 
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"Art thou conquered. Giant?" said the king 
softly. 

" I am thy servant ! " the giant said, and fell into 
a great burst of weeping. 

The king laid his hand on the giant's head, ten- 
derly, aa if he was touching a child. 

" Not by force nor by injustice,'' he said solemnly, 
" but by love and by mercy shalt thou ever be great 
and honoured on the earth. Thy strength and thy 
might are thine not to destroy, but to succour, not to 
crush, but to uphold. Thou hast learnt this. Rise 
now, and go thy way." 

"No; no! — ^let me stay with thee!" cried the 
giant. 

But the king said softly — 

" Not now. Another time thou shalt return to 
me, — ^but thou must go now." 

" Where shall I go ? " asked the giant. 

" Home ! " said the king. 

Then the giant kissed his feet, and rose up, — 
and home he went 



Having got to which point A. Z. paused, and 
shut her mouth. 

"But that isn't the end, A. Z.?" cried Dick, 
firing up under a sense of imposition. 
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" Yes ; it is the end," said A. Z. 

" But it isn't an end at all ! '^ said contemptuons 
Tom. 

" It's as good an end as yon need have. What 
else do you want?" asked A. Z. "The story cant 
go on for ever." 

" No — ^but did he go home, A. Z. ? " asked Kitty. 

" Yes, Kitty," said A. Z. "I told you he did." 

" And was he good ? " iaquired Peggy (who, 
being herself the best behaved of aQ the sk, was 
always very much interested about the faults of 
other people). 

"Yes; the best giant from that time forward 
that ever lived," answered A. Z. 

" Oh ! " returned Peggy, slightly disappointed. 

" And, A. Z.," said Frank with the great grey 
eyes, " did he ever go back and live with the 
king?" 

" Yes," said A. Z., " after a long time, when his 
father and mother were dead, then he went back. 
And he never left the king again, but livfed with him 
to the end of his life." 

" And did he marry the king's daughter ? " cried 
little Gracie. 

" Well, Gracie, now you remind me of it," said 
A. Z., "to be sure he did!" 

. " And so he got a princess after all I" said Peggy 
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softly, thinking with satisfaction of how virtue was 
rewarded. 

" And was she a giantess ? ^' asked TonL 

^* No, Tom ; not to begin with,'' answered A. Z., 
*' but she grew so fast after she married the giant 
that in the course of a year or two she was quite as 
big as he was.'' 

" Oh I " cried Gracie, who had believed so much 
that she was running over now, and could not take 
in another word. 

Seeing which, A. Z. laughed, and, /rising up, put 
away her work. 




" Do you never tell stories about real people, A. 
Z. ? " asked Tom, about the middle of dinner next 
day, after he had taken off the first fine edge of his 
appetite. 

" Oh, yes," answered A. Z. ; " often. What real 
person do you want a story about ? " 

" I don't want a story about anybody in parti- 
cular," replied Tom; "but I mean, can't you tell 
something about people like us— -real people, you ' 
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know. I don't care about giants and that sort of 
stuff/' said practical Tom. 

But there was rather an uproar at the table when 
Tom bad expressed this sentiment, and it appeared 
that the children generally did not at all agree with 
Tom— or with one aaother. 

"Giants are far nicer than fairies/' said Dick, 
who, being a big strong boy, took a sort of brotherly 
interest in giaats, 

" Oh no, Dick I I like fairies best ! " cried Gracie, 
who was like a fairy herself. 

" I like ghosts," said Kitty, who had a great ap- 
petite for the terrible and marvellous (but who was 
such a sensible, brave little woman, that all the 
ghosts in the world wouldn't have made a coward of 
her). 

" There are no such things as ghosts ! " cried 
scornful Tom. 

" I don't like ghbst stories," said Peggy. " I 
don't think they're right." 

At which everybody laughed, for the speech was 
so like Peggy. Peggy herself, however, of course 
didn't laugh, but looked as grave as a judge. 

" I like fairy stories, but I think I like true stories 
best," said Frank, speaking last, as he often did. " I 
like stories about great people. Do you know any 
like that, A. Z.?" 
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But upon this the other children began to 
clamour again. 

" Oh, that would be something stupid, Frankie!'' 
cried Grace. 

"Unless it was about a soldier; and I don't 
think you could teU a story* about a soldier properly," 
said blunt Tom. 

"I think your head's turned about soldiering, 
Tom," said Peggy severely. "A. Z., isn't it wicked 
to be a soldier?" 

" Oh, you goose !" shouted Dick. 

" Children," said A. Z., " if I should try to please 
you all, I see I should end by pleasing none of you. 
So I 'U choose a story for myself, and if anybody 
likes it, well and good. 1 11 tell you a story about 
a shepherd boy." 

" A shepherd boy !" echoed Tom. " That 's about 
as stupid as a giant." 

" A shepherd boy doesn't necessarily mean no- 
thing but a shepherd, Tom," answered A Z. " King 
David was a shepherd boy once." 

At which Tom had nothing more to say. So when 
dinner was over they all went into the parlour, and 
A Z. told them this tale. 



STORY THE SECOND. 



THE SHEPHERD-BOY. 

rd-boy [said A. Z.] lived in 

it a place with a long name^ 

nano, it was called, but you 

^member it unless you Kke ; 

inly remember that it was in 

;taly, near to Florence and the 

' Apennine mountains. He was the son of a 

shepherd called Bondone, and, as his own christian 

name was a veiy long one too, we will just call him 

" Little Bondon^ " — as I daresay he really was often 

called when he was a lad. 

Now Bondon^ the father — Big Bondon^ — was 
quite a poor man ; shepherds generally are, you 
know, and especially in those times (for this was 
all long ago) poor working people had to live in a 
very hard way indeed. There was plenty of work 
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to be done, and not much pay to be got for it, so 
that even those who liked to work had often a hard 
time of it (as too many people have still), and those 
who were idle and did not like to work (a very 
strange sort of peoj)le they must have been ; you 
can scarcely form an idea of them — can you, Dick 
and Tom ?) — had a hard business sometimes to keep 
from starving. But stiU these idle ones were such 
very strange people that I have heard they would 
rather Uve half starved, if they might but lie out in 
the streets all day in the sunshine, than have enough 
to eat by working for it. Bondon6, however, was 
not one of that sort. As far as I know he worked 
very hard, and did the best he could to support him- 
self and his wife and his little son like respectable 
people, and as soon as his little son was old enough 
to be turned to any use, he set him to work too. 

He set him to work to watch the sheep. It does 
not need a boy to be very big, you know, to do that 
A little boy and a good dog can keep a good many 
sheep in order — that is, if he keeps wide awake, 
and has his wits about him. But I am obliged to 
confess that I can't help doubting very much if little 
Bondon6 made a good shepherd boy ; I can't help 
thinking that unless his dog happened to have been 
a very good dog indeed — not only a so-so dog, who 
wanted driving, and directing, and keeping up to his 
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duty, but a really clever wide-awake dog — he must 
ha^ got sometdxnes, up there on ike mo4taiBS with 
his sheep, into a very pretty pickle. 

For the truth was, that the little bo/s heart was 
by no means given to shepherding. Sheep them- 
selves he liked, but to be running after sheep, and 
watching sWp, and thinking of sheep from morning 
to night, was what he had not the slightest taste for 
at all. I can fancy him in the chill early mornings 
driving his sheep up to their pasturage— not dreamily 
then, I daresay, for he was a fine healthy boy, and 
loved a good race round a field, I have little doubt, 
afi weU as aaybody. I can fancy him driving them 
to their appointed place, aud then sitting down on 
the hill side, and presently — slowly and slowly — ^for- 
getting everything about them — beginning to think 
of quite other things than sheep ; looking up to the 
fair hiils aQ round him, and thinking sweet and 
solemn things about them ; lying on his back upon 
the grass perhaps, and looking up to the sky over- 
head, aiid tracing out strange shapes in the changes 
of ite wonderful clouds; lying upon his breast on 
some green bank, and seeing even in the grass and 
wild flowers oyer it more than ever shepherd boy's 
eyes had seen in gra^ and flowery before. 

" Breaming away from morning to nighty" I dare- 
say his father would often say with a groan, " Dream- 
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ing and drawing images. Ugh ! The boy will come 
to no good in this world 1 " 

Drawing — yes, that was the thing that little 
Bondon6 loved — that was what his heart was set on. 
Morning, noon, and night he would be drawing. 
Not as you draw, Prank [said A. Z.] with pencU and 
paper; little Bondon6 had never possessed a sheet 
of paper in his life, and as to a lead pencil, he 
had never so much as seen such a thing. No, his 
paper was a bit of clear wall, a flat stone when he 
could find one, a piece of slate, the ground itself 
when there was nothing better, and his pencU T^as a 
lump of chalk, or a sharp flint, or sometimes, perhaps, 
the black end of a burnt stick. He knew very little 
indeed about black lead and drawing-paper. 

Yet with only such a pencU as he could get he 
drew almost everywhere. I can fancy how he made 
drawings in the cottage at home, inside and out, till 
tiiere was not a clear spot of it left. There would 
be half a dozen portraits of his father, with his shep- 
herd's coat and stick, and his mother's likeness, I am 
sure, ten times over, and here would be the good 
shepherd dog, barking and runmng at the sheep, and 
here and there and everywhere, I am very certain, 
there must have been the sheep themselves. 

" There never was so clever a boy ! '' the good 
mother must often have said proudly to herself, as 
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she looked at them all, and saw how really they 
were so like to living men aaid women and dogs and 
sheep that a very child might know what they were 
meant for ; and though Bondon6 the father might 
always pooh-pooh the whole thing, and tell his son 
fifty times over that he had a mind to pitch his 
lumps of chalk and burnt stick into the fire, yet I 
can't but suspect that even he sometimes, and not so 
seldom either, would cast a glance or two at the 
cottage waUs, and give a grim smile at the way the 
boy had caught his look, or fixed the glance of his 
mother's eye. 

As for the lad himself, he did not think much of 
any of these pictures ; I doubt if he would have got 
to think much of them if all the people in Vespign- 
ano had said how fine they were — ^for he knew that 
they were not fine — not what he called fine at all ; 
and he had even already in his head and heart the 
thoughts of other pictures, by the side of which 
these on the cottage walls would look poor indeed. 
So he left his father and his mother to think what 
they liked of these, little heeding what they said, 
and he himself would lie on the hill side with his 
sheep, and, gazing on the hiUs, with their wild shapes 
and changing shadows, and on the sunshine lighting 
far away the windings of the silver river, and on the 
colours of the clouds of heaven, would stretch his 
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arms out to the sky, and cry from the very bottom 
of his heart — " Oh, that I might live to be a 
painter!" 

But he was a shepherd-boy and no painter, and 
perhaps — ^we cannot tell — ^he might have gone on 
tending sheep all his life long if it had not happened 
that one day when he sat as usual on the lulls, a 
stranger walking that way chanced to see him. He 
was Itting with a piece of date on his knees and a 
sharp stone, and was hard at work. One of the sheep 
had lain down on the grass near to him, and had gone 
to sleep, and little Bondon6 was fast setting the like- 
ness of him on the slate. He had drawn many a 
sheep, you know, before now, so he went at this one 
quickly, and had him taken in a few minutes — head 
and tail and wool and all. So then it was, as he was 
putting the last touches to him, that the stranger 
came passing by, and, being sharp-sighted, and seeing 
at a little distance something of what was going on, 
came quietly nearer, and looked down over the boy^s 
head. 

"What^s this you're doing? Who taught you 
to draw sheep, my boy ? '^ said the stranger, looking 
at the slate. 

" Nobody taught me, sir,'' answered the lad. 

" What, nobody ? How did you learn then ? *' 
the stranger asked. 
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"Only by looking at the sheep, sir/' answered 
little Bondon^. 

At which the stranger smiled (for even in those 
days there were people who, when they drew sheep, 
or anything else, seemed quite to forget that it was 
a good thing ta look at them), and — 

" Give me your slate,'^ he said. 

. So Bondone stood up and gave it, and the 
stranger took the slate and looked at little Bon- 
done's drawing for faU five minutes without speak- 
ing ever a word. Then he lifted up his head, and 
said, — "Come hera^' And he began, as the boy 
stood by his side, to point out faults in the little draw- 
ing — one fault after another, sharply and clearly, 
and the lad listened, with his cheeks burning and 
his heart beginning to beat hard, for as the stranger 
talked to him he felt that he must be a painter. 

At last the stranger put the slate aside, and 
looked into the boy's face steadily, and said to him — 

" Should you like to learn to draw ? '' 

"Yes, sir,'' the boy answered, "with all my 
heart." 

" If you were able to draw what would you do?" 

"I would go to Florence," answered the boy, 
colouring hotter than ever, " and try to be a painter 
— ^like Cimabu^." For Cimabu6 was the name of 
the greatest painter who was then Uving in Italy. 
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" What do you know about Cimabu6 ? '^ said the 
stranger. " What can you, living here on the moun- 
tains, have ever heard of him ? " 

Then the lad smiled softly to himself, and an- 
swered — 

' "My father took me once to Florence, and as 
we walked in the streets we saw a great procession 
coming to us canying a picture that they were 
going to set over an altar in a church, and all the 
city was making holiday because of it It was a 
picture of Cimabue^s. I saw it, sir, when they had 
put it in the church. It was a Madonna." And 
the lad^s voice went low as he said that, for he had 
spent hours and hours since then over the thought 
of that Madonna. 

" And so you want to be a painter, too, like that 
one,'' the stranger said, after they had both been 
silent for a moment, "and to make men's hearts 
glad with the sight of your work ? But, my boy, 
to be a painter is no easy task. Those who make 
themsdves such work hard for many years — nay, 
they never cease from working. A true painter 
only ceases tp learn when he ceases to live." 

" Yes, sir," the boy answered, colouring deeply ; 
" but that is his glory." 

« Yes, it is his glory, if he he true," tiie stranger 
answered sadly. " But do you know how many are 
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that ? Only one here and there. My lad, there is 
many a one ready to put his hand to the plough, 
but few who do not grow weary of their work be- 
fore the sun sets.*' 

Year after year had the boy tended sheep upon 
the hills, but never yet had a day come to him like 
this one. Long after the stranger had left him 
and gone away, I can fancy how he seemed to 
see a new light in the heavens, and a new glory over 
the mountain-side. How he must have dreamed 
that afternoon away ! What strange, bright castles 
in the air he must have built ! He had built many 
a castle before this, lying and looking into the sky 
till he had pretty nigh forgotten all that made his 
life upon the earth, but to-day, for the first time, 
these castles of his had got as it were a foot to stand 
on. They were not all air and mist — bright clouds 
that would fade away when he rose up like the 
vapours from the hills. 

The stranger had said before he went that they 
might perhaps meet again. How the lad must have 
pondered over these words, and built aU sorts of 
hopes upon them. Would the stranger really come 
again ? What did good shepherd-dog Fido think ? 
I daresay when the daylight began to fade, and little 
Bondon6 had driven his sheep into their fold, and 
was trudging home with Fido by his side, he asked 



74 THE SHEPHERD-BOY. 

the dog that question half a dozen times. Now 
what did Fido think ? Would anjiihing come of 
it ? Fido — ^wise dog ! — ^must also have had his own 
thoughts. 

The lad was longing to tell his mother what had 
happened. He was so happy that he wanted her to 
be glad with him. As soon as ever he had got into 
the house he told his story to her — to her and to his 
father too, for they were both there. Perhaps, as he 
told it, all breathless with eagerness, he never saw 
the sadness in his mother's face, nor wondered that 
they shewed so little surprise at his tala Perhaps 
he saw nothing unusual in the look of either of them 
until, when he paused at last for breath, his father 
startled him. by saying this : 

" If the stranger had said to you — * Will you 
come with me?' what would you have said to him, 
my son?" 

Then you may think how the boy opened his 
eyes wide, and how the colour rushed into his face. 

"Father, why do you ask me that? What do 
you meaji ?" he said- 

" He has asked me the question — ^that is all, my 
boy," the father answered. 

And then the mother said in her sad voice — 

" He came and looked at all your drawings — at 
all the pictures you have made of your father and of 
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me, my dear ; and he said, if you liked to go with 
him he woiild make a painter of you. But, oh my 
son," cried the poor mother, " you won't go away 
and leave me?" 

She went to the lad, and laid her arm about hid 
neck and kissed him ; but when she looked into his 
face after her kiss, her heart saok. 

"Mother, I must go," the boy said. He went 
away fix>m her, and sat down : he couldn't speak for 
some moments. 

" Ay, lad, you will go," the father said ; " I knew 
that. I said to him I would give him no answer, 
either yea or nay, until to-morrow ; but I might have 
answered him yea without thinking twice about it. 
What ! not a word, boy ? Are you thinking of that 
morning we saw his picture in the streets at Florence ? 
I made him smile when I told him what a mad lad 
you were that day. He said" — 

" Father, what are you talking of ? Who said ?" 
the boy cried out. He had leaped to his feet, his 
face all burning. 

" He — Cimabu^," the father answered. " It was 
he, my son.'' 

" He who spoke to me on the hill ? He who has 
asked to teach me, father ? '' 

" Yes, lad," said the father quietly ; " even he.'' 

The room was quite still after the father had said 
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those last words. The first sound that broke the 
silence presently was one cry, " Oh, mother, let me 
go !'' as the boy threw himself into his mothers arms. 

So they let him go. He had kept his last watch 
on the hills. The next day, when the great painter 
came again, they let the lad go tome with him to 
Florence. 

Frank [said A. Z., addressing herself to Frank 
especially, for, to tell the truth, he only of all the 
children seemed to be paying much attention to this 
story. Dick and Tom had fairly begun a game of 
noughts and crosses on Trfm^s slate, and Kitty and 
Gracie were rolling together with audible satisfaction 
on the sofa. Peggy, indeed^ was preserving a re- 
,spectable outward appearance of attention; but, 
then, Peggy had a way of always looking attentive, 
which, though it put, as it were, a good face upon a 
thing, was not quite to be looked upon as a conclu- 
sive sign of her enjoyment of it. So A. Z., finding 
Frank's grey eyes tiie only ones that were fixed upon 
her face, addressed her next words to him. 

Frank, she said—] you will read the rest of 
Bondon^'s story some day for yourself — ^told far 
better than I could tell it to you. I don't know 
enough about painters and painters' studios to de- 
scribe to you how he set to work when he got to 
Florence. I only know he did work, hard and well. 
Cimabug had other pupHs besides him, but none of 
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them worked as lie did. And Ciinabu6 cared for 
none of them as he cared for him. 

Well and steadily, month after month, and year 
after year, the lad worked. I think he often went 
back to the old home at Vespignano, and made the 
father and mother there glad with a sight of him. 
I daresay he often walked over the lulls where he had 
'sat as a little lad tending his sheep, and thought of 
many things as he trod them. Do you think the 
father and mother were not proud of him ? When 
perhaps he brought them up to Florence, and shewed 
them the pictures he had painted, I can imagine how 
their hearts must have swelled, and when they 
heaxd men speak in praise of him, how the happy 
colour must have come into their cheeks. 

I do not know if all men are bom for one espe- 
cial purpose, but the greatest men are. Perhaps one 
might have made many things of this boy Bondon^ 
but God had made him for one thing above all 
others, and so he clung to that; and became in 
it, for as long as he lived, the first man in Italy, and 
in all the world. There have been greater painters 
since, Frank, but he led the way for those who fol- 
lowed : none before him had ever been so great as 
he. Not Cimabu^ : for there came a day when even 
he, who had taught him — loving his art, like a true 
painter, more than himself or his own glory— came 
and bowed his head before the shepherd-boy. 
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He painted pictures in many cities, but he left his 
best to Florence : you may see them there now. He 
left something to Florence, too, beyond pictures. He 
could buUd as well as paint, and he set within its 
walls the fairest tower that there is in all Italy — a 
bell-tower — Campanile, they call it — ^which has been 
the deUght of men who love these things for more 
tiian five hundred years. You may go to Florence, 
Frank, and see that too. 

He painted pictures for forty years, and then he 
died. The old father and mother at t^espignano 
must have been dead long before that. It was very 
long ago, Frank — ^five hundred years ago and more ; 
but, in spite of all the great painters who have lived 
and worked since, the world has not yet forgotten 
the name of that shepherd-boy. 



^ • < 



^ But, A. Z. ! '' — said Frank, opening his eyes wide. 

The game of noughts and crosses had for a few 
moments been suspended, while Tom gave his mind 
in some amazement to A. Z.'s concluding words. As 
for Frank, he was evidently in quite a deep state of 
perplexity and doubt. 

" A. Z.y" he exclaimed, " I never heard of a great 
painter called Bondon^ V 
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" Very likely not, Frank/' answered A. Z., coolly. 
** I don't think I ever did either." 

"Then how can you tell such a — !" Tom was 
beginning, in virtuous indignation, when A. Z. 
laughed, and took the words out of his mouth. 

" How can I tell such a story ? Well, Tom, I 
tell it because the story is true. I say I have 
never heard of a painter called Bondon6 — ^nor have 
I — but remember my shepherd -boy had another 
name that you have never heard yet. His full name 
was Ambrogiotto Bondone ; and we shorten that, 
and call him simply — Giotto." 

"Oh! and is that really Giotto's story?" said 
Frank with the clear eyes. 

" I never heard of him any more than the other," 
said Tom, returning to his noughts and crosses. 

" The more shame to you, Tom," answered A. Z. 




The next day was Sunday, and, as a certain 
amount of quietness had always been required from 
the children on that day, A. Z. would probably have 
found it tolerably easy to get through the portion of 
it during which they were at home without any 
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story-telling : however, as it turned out, in the course 
of the evening, as they sat round the fire, rather by 
chance than anjiihing else, a little story did get told 
to them. They were not all present at it. Dick and 
Tom had gone away after afternoon church for a long 
ramble, and had not yet returned, and Peggy was 
learning hymns seated at the farthest window. A. Z. 
had drawn her chair before the fire, and Kitty and 
Frank and Gracie were the three who were beside her. 
" We shall soon have fires again all day long,'' said 
Frank, sitting on the hearthrug and looldng medite- 
tively before him. " Do you like that time, A. Z. V^ 
" Yes, Frank,'' answered A. Z., " but I like sum- 
mer better." 

"/ don't," said Kitty, with decision. "I like 
fires indoors, and ice, and snow, and frost" 

" Frost and snow are very pretty," said Frank ; 
" but not so pretty as flowers. I like the time best 
when the flowers first begin." 

" Do you, Frankie ?" asked A Z., and she put her 
hand softly on Frank's head. "Then you and I 
agree together, for I was taught long ago to love 
spring best" 

"Who taught you, A. Z.?" asked Kitty, who 
seldom had any scruples about asking anything. 

A Z. said nothiug for a moment or two; but 
then she told them. 



STORY THE THIRD. 



LITTLE JOHNNY. 

LITTLE boy taught me, Kitty [said A. Z.] ; 

a cluld I lived with once long ago. I was 

a little girl then, but he was younger than 

I was, and when we played together I used 

tate care of him. For there waa a sad 

ling about him. Once, when he was very 

ttle indeed, some one who had the care of 

him had let him fall, and he was lame and could 

not walk. I don't mean only a little lame, but so 

helpless that we used to carry him about in our 

anas ; I waa only four years older than he was, but 

he was such a little weakly thing that when he was 

five or six I could hold him in my arms for an hour 

at a time. It was a very sad thing. The person 

who let him fall — never mind who it was — almost 

broke her heart when she knew what she had done. 
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We were all very fond of him. Nobody could 
have helped being that, for you can't think how 
gentle and good he was. He suflfered so much, and 
yet none of the rest of us, who were well from 
morning to night, ever were so gentle and good as 
he. Many people who have a great deal of illness 
to bear become selfish, and behave as if they thought 
the world ought to be turned upside down to find 
relief for them ; but our little Johnny never seemed 
to think that he was worth one-half of the care that 
we bestowed upon him. It was almost painful to 
see how grateful he was to everybody who was kind 
to him. 

He wa^ very fond of me [said A. Z., in a low 
voice]. There were a good many more of us in the 
house, but out of us all he and I clung together 
most. I don't know whether / loved him more 
than the rest did— we were aQ so fond of him ; but 
perhaps I did. Many a day, for hours together, we 
two would be alone. There was a window high up 
in the house, where few people came ; it was only a 
staircase window, but it looked out over miles of 
gardens, and green fields, and trees, and we would 
sit there at it for hours on the stairs together. Some- 
times he would sit beside me, but offcener I^ held 
himinmyaxms. He used to lie wiHi his head on 
my shoulder, and his face turned to the fields, and 
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there for hours we would talk together, or he would 
tell me stories [better stories than these I tell to 
you, children, said A. Z. with a smile], the wildest, 
sweetest stories that I thLok it ever entered into a 
child's head to conceive. He was a little fellow, 
not so old as you, Frankie, when he used to pour 
them out to me, and in all the years I have lived 
since I have never heard the like of them again. 
They were like golden dreams of some other world. 
Sometimes, when he would tell them to me on sum- 
mer evenings, lying in the fields perhaps, or by the 
sea shore, with his face to the sunset, I almost used 
to think he was reading them, in some way that no 
one else could read, out of the wild colours in the 
sky. 

He was four years younger than I, but when I 
was ten years old and he' was six, he would talk to 
me of things that I had never thought of — grave, 
solemn things that he himself had never been told 
of — that no one had ever spoken to him about. 
They came into his head, he said. 

They were always coming into his head; he 
never lay for ten minutes without speaking in my 
arms but at the end of them he was full of some 
new thought. I can hear his little voice yet as it 
used to break the silence so many many times with 
its soft, " Sister, I wonder — " 
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I was very proud of him — I thought there was 
no one like him in the world. I got so used to 
seeing him weak and iU that his puniness and help- 
lessness ,did not seem the same to me that they did 
to other people. / only saw how clever and good 
he was, and many a time I used to talk to him of 
how he would be a great man when he grew up. I 
never doubted that he would; I was so proud of 
everything he did and said. All his strange thoughts 
and questions, and his wild sweet stories, seemed 
such wonderful things to me. 

We were always together, and we thought w^ 
could not live without each other. He often put 
his arms about my neck, and said to me, " You must 
never go away from me. Sister ; " and the thought 
that he wanted me, and wpuld always want me, 
used, I remember, to make me happier than almost 
anything in the world. 

With all his thoughtfalness and his grave earnest 
ways, he was so childlike, too, — so easily pleased, 
so easily grieved, so religious, so pure-hearted. Never 
was there any one more easily amused than he was. 
He would sit and play for hours at the most childish 
game, quite content if only some one that he loved 
was at his side. 

To care for spring was one of the many things 
he taught me, — for he was always teaching me 
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3ometliiiig ; he taught me the beginnings of most 
of the things I know now. He himself loved spring- 
time as I never have known it loved by any other 
child. We always in the house used to speak as if 
the spring of the year in a sort belonged to Tn'm ; and 
so it did. It was his time ; he was born in spring 
[A, Z. paused for a moment, and then said very 
softly] ; and it was in spring that he died. 

All the years that I had been with him I never 
had known or gue^ed that it was likely he would 
die. All the elder people in the house had long 
known it, but it never was told to me. I only 
knew it at the close of the last year before the 
spring in which we lost him. 

From the beginning of that winter he was very 
weak, so much so that after the end of autumn he 
never went out. The autumn had been a very beau- 
tiful one, and I remember very well that almost to 
the end of October there were days so warm that 
we had been able to sit out in the open air for hours 
together. The last day that year on which he sat 
out so was the last day on which he ever went into 
the fields. It was a mild, bright day, and we sat 
together at the foot of a haystack till the sun had 
almost set He was very well that day, and, lean- 
ing on me with my arm about him, he had been 
telling me a long story. It was so long that si good 
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while before it was ended I said we must go home, 
and we settled that we would come again to-mor- 
Tow to the same place and have it finished. But in 
the night the weather changed* We woke up next 
morning to find that winter had come ; there was 
thick hoar frost on the ground, and a great wind 
sweeping the trees bare. I never before or since 
saw a winter settle down upon us with such a sud- 
den grasp as that one. Our garden had been faU 
of flowers only yesterday, and to-day there was not 
one that was not broken and withered by the frost 
•By a week's end all the country was lying under 
snow. 

The last glimpse he ever had of summer was 
that hour when he sat with me imder the haystack ; 
he never lived to see another summer come back. 
During the whole winter he scarcely left the house. 
It was bitterly cold —the longest and most unbroken 
cold I ever felt. You would have liked it, Kitty, 
for there was ice, and snow, and frost in abundance, 
and sharp winds too, and we had to bum such fires 
in the house as we had never burnt before. But 
our poor little lad did not like it. He longed to go 
out into the fresh air again, and, except three or 
four times during five months, we never dared to 
take him out ; and he pined and wasted so in the 
house. K we could have taken him to a wanneir 
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climate it probably would have done him good, but 
after the winter had once set in — and I told you 
how suddenly it came — it was so cold that the doc- 
tor who saw him would not let him be moved. 

. Children [said A. Z.], it was the saddest winter 

I ever spent, and yet there was that in it, even 

through all its sadness, that made it dearer to all of 

. us than almost any year of our lives. No other year 

has ever been so dear to me. 

For a long time, I told you, I did not know that 
he was dying. I saw that he was more delicate than 
usual, and weaker, but he did not suffer more pain 
than at other times, and his weakness, I thought, 
only came from his being kept so long indoors. • I 
never doubted that he would be better when the 
spring came. 

The winter had begun before the end of October, 
and it was not until the last day of the old year that 
I knew for the first time that it was likely he would 
not live. 

He had been very unwell that day, and we had 
taken him early to bed, but he could not sleep, and 
after some time I came and lay down upon the 
bed beside him, and put his head upon my shoulder, 
for often when he was restless he used to like to Ue 
so, and to have me sing to him. So I began to sing 
very softly, and though it did not make him sleep 
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he soon lay quite content and still, looking up into 
my face. 

After a little while, once when I had stopped 
singing, he said softly — 

« I wonder if the old year minds dying, Sister." 

I smiled and said I did not know, and then for a 
few minutes I lay without speaking, thinking of 
many things that had happened during the long 
year that was ending. 

I had not spoken again when he said — 

" K I fall asleep would you wake me ? — ^because 
I want to see the old year die."* 

It had always been a fancy with him to see the 
old years dying, but to-night he was ill, and I knew 
our mother would not like him to be awake so late, 
so I said — 

" Not to-night, Johnny. Never mind it for once.'' 

But he crept nearer to me, and put his arm about 
my neck, and said wistfully — 

" It is for the last time. Sister." 

I called out sharply — '* Johnny 1 " 

For an instant I tried to think that he was 
dreaming, and I pressed my arm closer round him, 
and said — " What do you mean, dear ? " • 

Then he looked into my face^ and said — 

" I shall never see another old year die. Sister ; be- 
cause, before the next year goes away, I shall be dead.'' 
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Children [said A. Z., in a very low voice], many 
years have passed'away since then, but I think some- 
thing broke in my heart that night that has never 
got mended since. 

I believed what he told me, and I did right to 
believe, for it was as he said. But how he himself 
had guessed it we never knew ; we could only tell 
that he had found it out for himself in the stirange 
quiet way in which he had always leamt so many 
things. I used often to think that he could read 
other people^s thoughts, and could see in our mother^s 
face when she bent over him all that there was about 
him in her heart. 

That night, when the old year passed away, I 
felt as if I had shut the door upon all my life that 
had gone before. From that night everything was 
new and different I rose up on the first morning of 
the new year as if it were to a new world. My Kttle 
lad and I had grown together, side by side, in a sort 
of double life, and now for the first time I knew that 
I must learn to live alone. 

I will not make you sad by telling you much 
about the months that followed. I know how sorry 
you would have been for him if you could have seen 
him as he was .wasting away-^but all his suffering is 
over long, long ago, and my darling is a thousand 
times happier now than we who sit talking of him hera 
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It was on the last day of the year that he told 
me he was dying, and God gave him to us for four 
months more. I told you what a long cold winter 
it was; the snow came early, and stayed late, so 
that again and again to the very middle of April we 
used to rise in the mornings and find the hills white. 
I think we never wearied and longed so for spring in 
all our lives as we did then. We wanted it so for 
him^ because it was the one thing that he seemed to 
yearn to see before he died — ^looking for it day and 
night with his wistfiil eyes. He longed for it so, that 
when, one day before March was gone, I found two 
or three primroses in the fields and brought them 
home to him, he couldn't speak to me when I gave 
them to him, but at the first sight of them burst into 
tears. My little lad ! — ^he has seen sweeter flowers 
than those since. 

He longed for spring, and he saw it before he 
left us. For one fortnight — that was alL It was 
the last half of April ; on the first of May — ^May- 
day — as bright and beautiful a May-day as ever 
dawned, he died. 

I remember that last fortnight as, even now, the 
most sacred time I have ever spent ; we knew dur- 
ing the whole of it that the end might come any 
day, almost any hour, but there was no loud sorrow 
on account of it in any of us; it seemed as if we 
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all were able during those days to put away our 
tears. 

He used to lie on his little couch in the sunshine, 
faded and wasted to a shadow, but with his face as 
clear and bright as the sunlight was itsel£ He had 
no pain at that time at all — ^whatever he had suflfered 
was past — ^he was simply sinking into his rest. Falling 
into it, too, without any, even the slightest, shadow 
of fear. The two worlds scarcely seemed to him, I 
think, like two ; heaven had always been so near to 
him that I think there was scarcely any feeling in 
him now of a journey to be taken. It was only a 
quiet happy sense of going " home.'' Going to God 
and Christ — ^to the Father who had made him, and 
the Lord who loved him. 

He died, I told you, upon May-day. It was in 
the afternoon, when the bright day was at its fullest 
I had been all the morning with him. He had only 
been able to speak a very little, but he had asked 
me to read to him, and I had been reading, and two 
or three times when I had put the Bible away, he 
had asked me to go on again, and I had done so. 

In the aftemfon. Jen w were aU wiUi hirn, I 
read to him for the last time. I read imtil I came 
to these words : — 

" Suffer little children ta come' unto me, andforr 
bid them not, for of such is the kingdom of God.'' 
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And then I could not read any more. I went 
on my knee, .t his beWde, and hid My fac« over hiB 
hands. 

I remember now as if it was yesterday the long 
solemn silence that there was as I knelt there — and 
then the sound that broke it. It was a faint sound 
that came suddenly — a low cry — and there was a 
stir^ and as I raised my head I saw his face. . 

I knew then what was coming — ^we all knew, and 
we closed round him, aud kissed him. Out Utile 
one! There was neither sorrow nor pain in his face 
then. / kissed him last, and the last word my dar- 
ling said in this world waa my name. 



004 



A. Z.'s voice trembled as she left off speaking. 
The children had hitherto been ready enough with 
questions and remarks at the close of a story, but 
?he three who had listened to this one said nothing 
when it ended ; only after a minute little Gracie 
came dose to A. Z.'s side, and reached up her arm 
about her neck. 

Then A. Z. smiled, and took Gracie on her knee 
and kissed her; but neither of them spoke, and 
Gracie said afterwards that A. Z.* s cheek as it 
touched her's was quite wet' 
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" Do tell us a pretty story to-day, A. 2./* said 
Kitty, quite piteously, next afternoon. 

" I shall be very glad, Kitty," answered A. Z. 
" What shall I teU you ? '^ 

" Oh, something nice : not like Saturday's one," 
said Kitty bluntly. 

"So you didn't like Saturday's story, Eatty?" 
inquired A. Z. laughing. 

" I didn't like it much/' said Kitty prudently, 

" You didn't like it a bit, Kitty— you know you 
didn't! " cried plain-spoken Tom. 

« Well, Tom, you know you can't expect Kitty's 
tastes yet to be as ripe and sound as yours," said A. 
Z. gravely. "What pleased you so much would 
naturally perhaps be a little beyond her." 

" Oh, A. Z. 1" shouted Tom; and he was so much 
amused at the notion that he had especially enjoyed 
Saturday's story that he quite went off into a roar. 

" But, A. Z., he didn't like it ; neither Tom nor 
Dick listened to half of it 1" eagerly explained Peggy, 
who always took everything just as it was said. 

" Did they really not ? Why didn't you tell me 
that before, Peggy ? " gravely inquired A. Z. 

" But we did listen to a great deal of it," said 
Dick apologetically, feeling a little uneasy in his 
mind, and not quite sure if A Z. was serious in her 
surprise or not. 



94 PLAY-EOOM STORIES. 

" No doubt, Dick," replied A, Z. " Some people, 
I've heard, always have their minda mord freely at 
their disposal when they have first set their fingers 
to work. I daresay it 's so with you and Tom, Did 
you ever try noughts and crosses over a hard bit of 
Latin or Greek ? " 

" Oh, you're quizzing us, A. Z 1 " cried Di(^ be- 
ginning to laugh, 

" But about to-day's story, A. Z. ? " said Kitty, 
returning with decision to the matter in hand. 

" Well, Kitty, with respect to to-day's story, I 
must see what I can do," said A. Z. 

" Tell MB a jolly story, A. Z.," said Tom. 

" Oh yes, a funny story ! " cried little Gracia 

"111 do the best I can, Gracie," answered A. Z. 
" So go to your seats." 

They went to their seats accordingly, and A. Z. 
began. 



STORY THE FOURTH. 



ADVENTtJEES OF SO-FAT AND MEW-MEW. 
PAET THE FIE8T. 

of the way I" said a little black 
pushing up to the warmest place 
re the kitchen fire. 
"Get out of the way yourself!" 
vered a little white puss, who had 
the best place there before him. 
re the most spoiled, vicious, selfish 
urtie Deast I ever came across!" cried the 
little dog, whose name was So-Fat, in a rage. 

" I'm not half so spoiled nor so selfish as you !" 
snapped out the little cat, who was called Mew- 
Mew. 

["Oh, A. Z. I "cried Grade, clapping her hands, 
having with difficulty restrained herself so far. For 
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Gracie thought there was nothing in the world half 
80 delightful to talk about as little cats and dogs, 

"Hold your tongue, Grace!" cried Tom, with 
dignified severity, thinking within himself that both 
Gracie and A. Z. were trifling in a most childish 
way. 

Then A, Z. went on.] 

So-Fat and Mew-Mew were a very yoimg dog 
and cat, and their education had been a good deal 
neglected, or else, no doubt, they would never have 
allowed themselves to use such language as this to 
one another. But they were a poor little pair of 
orphans, or as good as orphans, for they had quite 
lost sight of their fathers and mothers, and never 
had been taught polite behaviour by anybody. They 
had not indeed the least idea of such a thing, and, 
80 fex from shewing courtesy and inspect to one 
another, they were each continually exclaiming that 
they could not see for what purpose on earth the 
other could have been bom. 

" Such a useless, lazy, vain, Ill-tempered, cowardly 
creature ! ^' So-Fat would say. 

« Such a pert, noisy, selfish, greedy, irritating 
thing \" Mew-Mew would answer. 

" Of all creatures in the world, a cat is cer- 
tainly the most utterly useless !" So-Fat would ex- 
claim. 
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" Of all worries in a house, there ^s nothing like a 
dog 1 '^ would scream Mew-Mew, 

And in this way they used to go on half the day. 
It was quite a mercy whenever they fell asleep, for 
that was about the only time when their tongues 
were quiet. 

Besides this trouble that each had with the other, 
you must also know that both So-Fat and Mew-Mew 
were exceedingly discontented with the world in 
general They had faults to find with everything. 
They did not like the house they lived in, and they 
did not like the people they lived with, and they 
thought they never got enough either to eat or to 
drink, and So-Fat was always grumbling because 
there were no other little dogs like himself about the 
place, so that he could never, he said, get a good 
game of play; and Mew-Mew would sit with her 
eyes half shut for hours, thinking what a cruel thing 
it was that she had no! a bit of company from on! 
week^s end to another. 

" Now, if / had a house,'' Mew-Mew would say to 
herself, "I'd have at least a dozen kittens in it, and 
I'd havfe fires iu all the rooms, winter and summer, 
and warm milk always standing on the floors, and 
the larder-door should always be open, with all the 
meat inside cut up into small pieces. And I'd put 
to death every dog in the world ! " 

H 
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And then the picture of the life she would lead 
would get so delightful to Mew-Mew that she would 
burst out purring, and never leave off till she had 
sung herself to sleep. 

**Did ever any one see such a fool!" So-Fat 
would exclaim, coming in sometimes and seeing her. 
" Singing to herself as if she was out of her wits ! 
Well, IVe seen many things in my life*' (So-Fat 
was £all six months old, so of course he had), " IVe 
seen many things, but I never saw anything yet so 
absurd as that ! " 

And then very likely he would go up to her, and 
out of pure contempt would give her a blow on the 
side of her head — upon which, of course, Mew-Mew 
would spring up like a shot, and, unless So-Fat took 
to his heels with all his might (and he generally 
did take to his heels pretty quickly when Mew- 
MeVs wrath was up), there would be a pitched 
battle between them on the spot. 

So-Fat and Mew-Mew lived in a farm house, and 
you will be sorry to hear how perpetually the poor 
iU-used things were being irritated by one animal or 
another. There were first the chickens^ Mew-Mew 
could not bear the chickens. " Such impudent, 
audacious things ! Eating, too, from morning to 
night,'* Mew-Mew used to say contemptuously, — 
though Mew-Mew would dearly have liked to have 
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been doing the same hersel£ Then the pigs. So-Fat 
hated the pigs. " They Ve the . ugliest, dirtiest, 
stupidest beasts on the whole fann,'' cried So-Fat ; 
who one day, in a great fit of courage, had walked 
into the pig-sty to bark at the pigs, and had nearly 
got trodden to death for his pains ; such absurd 
creatures as the pigs were. Then the ducks. If 
there was one thing Mew-Mew hated more than 
another, it was the ill-bred, noisy way the ducks 
wento.. A.d «. it ™ with eviythtog. Itwa, 
quite clear that there never before had been a little 
cat and dog so unkindly treated and persecuted as 
So-Fat and Mew-Mew. They had not a single thing 
that they wanted, and nothing but worry and trouble 
on every hand ; and as for their masters and mis- 
tresses, if they did not exactly do all they could to 
torment them, at least they did not prevent the 
chickens and the pigs, and the ducks and geese, and 
cows and horses, and everything else upon the farm 
from doing so ; and at any rate it was certainly their 
fault that So-Fat had no companions like himself, 
and that Mew-Mew had not got her fellow-kittens, 
and that the fires were not always a-light, and the 
warm milk on the floors, and the larder door open : 
there was no doubt of that. 

So, Gracie [said A. Z.], I hope you are very sorry 
indeed for poor little unkindly-treated So-Fat and 
Mew-Mew. 
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[Grade looked rather, grave at this appeal 
Well, yes, certainly, she wols sorry; but, on the 
whole, she did not feel altogether sure that the case 
was quite so dreadful a one as A. Z. seemed to say 
it was. She remembered last winter how a little 
kitten had come one dark, cold night crying to the 
house door — a homeless little cat, without a bit of 
flesh that could be felt between its poor coat and its 
little bones; the sight of it was very nearly breaking 
little Grade's, heart, and she could not but think 
that matters were a long way off being so bad as 
that with either So-Fat or Mew-Mew. But still she 
did look grave. It was no doubt a sad case, too.] 

When So-Fat and Mew-Mew were both about 
nine months old [A. Z. went on], it happened that 
one day So-Fat got into trouble. He had gone into 
the barnyard for no harm at all except to bark at the 
chickens, and put them all in a fright. In particular, 
he was getting some rare fan out of one foolish little 
chicken, who had got into- such a state of alarm that 
she had run away to her roost, and perched herself 
on the top of it, while So-Fat down on the groimd 
was barking with aU his might, and ni^Mng springs 
up at her into the air, and really was, just for once, 
almost as happy as he could desire, when the saddest 
thing happened — one of the jumps he made brought 
down a great beam of wood upon him, and in a 
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moment poor little So-Pat was howling so that you 
might have heard him half a mile away. Half a 
dozen people came running at the noise as hard as 
they could pelt, and when they raised up the great 
piece of wood, besides a number of hard bruises, one 
of So-Fat's little front legs was found broken right 
across. So a doctor had to be sent for, and the leg 
to be dressed, and then So-Fat had to be put to bed. 

As soon as ever he was in bed, aad his masters 
and mistresses, who had all gathered round him, were 
gone out of the kitchen again, up came Mew-Mew to 
hiTn^ arching her back, and mincing her steps, and 
looking as wicked and conceited as you please. 

" Well, you Ve come to a pretty pass now V said 
Mew-Mew, looking at him. 

" Oh — ^h — ^h V' groaned So-Fat; for the poor little 
beast was in a great deal of pain. 

"It's nothing but what you deserve. I only 
wonder you did'nt break all your legs. ItTl be a 
pretty time before you get about again ! " said Mew- 
Mew. 

" You hold your tongue — ^you'd better V^ growled 
So-Fat in a terrible rage, and he gave her a look as 
if he could have skinned and eaten her on the spot. 

"You hold your own tongue, or IT! make it the 
worse for you 1'^ answered Mew-Mew, and up she 
put her paw, and gave So-Fat a push that made the 
poor little dog howl out with pain. 
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Upon that, all the masters and mistresses came 
running into the room again to see what ever the 
matter could be, and Mew-Mew, who, to tell the 
truth, was rather frightened at what she had done, 
slunk out of the kitchen between their feet. She 
took care to keep out of everybody's way for the 
rest of that day, and it was only when it was pretty 
late, and every body had gone to bed, that she ven- 
tured to steal into the kitchen again, and take up 
her place before the foe. 

So-Fat was in his little bed, with the clothes 
tucked roimd him. 

[" Oh, A. Z.,'' cried Gracie, breaking in in great 
excitement, " did they really give him bed-clothes V 

"Yes, Gracie — sl feather bed, and bolster, and 
pillow, and sheets, and blankets,'^ answered A. Z.] 

Well, he was lying in his little bed with the 
clothes tucked round him, but he wasn't asleep, for 
he was in so much pain that he couldn't go to sleep 
at all, and when he saw Mew-Mew steal in through 
a hole that was made in the kitchen door on pur- 
pose for her, he got in such a fright, that he didn't 
know what to do, for after the way in which she 
had behaved to him in the afternoon, he didn't 
feel at all sure but what now, when every body was 
in bed, she might kiU him outright. It was a 
terrible situation for So-Fat. He shut his -eyes, all 
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but the least bit, just enough for him to look out 
through and see what Mew-Mew was doing, and 
then he lay as still as a mouse, except that, to be 
sure, he wa; trembling in every limb. 

Mew-Mew walked in^^ and gave a side glance to 
So-Faf s bed, and then, seeing him, as she thought, 
fast asleep, she cautiously, came forward to the fire, 
and, sitting down there with her back to him (which 
she thought was the best way to prevent him seeing 
her), she began to wash her coat, and was soon so 
deeply interested in that occupation, that she quite, 
for the time, forgot all about So-Fat, and everything 
else. For Mew-Mew had a beautiful milk white 
coat, upon wHch it was her custom to spend hours 
and hours every day — washing so hard at it that 
So-Fat had many a time said sneeringly, he wondered 
it wasn't washed away; but Mew-Mew never minded 
that a bit, for she knew that it was only said out of 
envy. For So-Fat himself was as black as a coal. 

So Mew-Mew sat washing herself, and So-Fat 
lay trembling and looking at her, afraid to shut his 
eyes completely and try to'go to sleep, for fear of the 
consequences, tiU he was perfectly tired and worn out, 
and was in such a rage with Mew-Mew for giviug 
herself such a prodigious wash, that he scarcely knew 
what to do. His poor little leg was aching so, too, 
that at last, after Mew- Mew had washed herself £ot 
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an hour and a half without stopping, he . couldn't 
stand it a^y longer. t«^ not coring wL c«ne of it. 
he tnn.ed 4n«i in his M. «^ ^ve . greot po^ 
At which Mew-Mew stopped lathering herself in an 
instent 

"111 groan again,'' thought So-Fat ^ I may as 
well as IVe done it once.'' So he groaned again 
accordingly, and over and over again after that, for 
he found it a great relief, and, if he was to be lolled, 
he felt of course that he had better try to get as 
n.„a»«»&o«ona,he«MdontofexilgcLn.- 
stances, as long as he had the power. 

When she heard him groaning so very loud, 
Mew-Mew, you may be sure, was not long in turn- 
ing round. 

" Oh, you're awake, are you ?" said Mew-Mew. 

^ Oh — ^h — ^h yes, I'm awake," answered So-Fat 

And then there came another groan, almost as if 
he was at his last breatL 

^ Do you mean to go on making that noise all 
night ? " cried Mew-Mew, looking very fierce. 

**/ don't know," answered So-Fat, quite reck- 
lessly ; and he made a plunge in his bed that quite 
upset the blankets. 

" Well, you^re a grateful beast !" said Mew-Mew, 
looking sternly at him. " There you lie on a feather- 
bed> with blankets and sheets, and I don't know 
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what all, while all Fve got in the world to lie on is 
an old bit of rug^ and yet you must go on groaning 
as if you were being killed. It would better become 
me to groan,^* said Mew-Mew. 

" You I A pretty story ! I wish you had my 
leg !'' cried poor So-Fat. 

"Oh, we shall never hear the last of that leg 
now,'' said Mew-Mew, shrugging her shoulders ; and, 
as she had nothing more to say, she curled herself 
up on her rug^ and went off to sleep. 

But she had only slept for a very little while, 
and had just fallen into a most delicious dream 
about a mouse, when she was awakened by a dole- 
ful cry from So-Fat. 

« Mew-Mew V cried So-Fat 

" What's the matter now V demanded Mew-Mew, 
lifting up her head in a great rag^, 

**0h, I'm dying with thirst! Do fetch me a 
drop of water," cried So-Fat 

"Well, it will be a pretty thing if /'m to be kept 
awake all night to nurse you," said Mew-Mew very 
salkUy; but, however, she got up, and pushed So- 
Fat's bowl of water up to his side, and held it be- 
tween her paws for him whUe he drank. 

" Oh, I feel better now," said So-Fat, when he had 
quite emptied the bowl. " K it wasn't for the pain 
in my leg, I really think, Mew-Mew, that I could go 
to sleep/' 
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*' I wish you would, and let other people go to 
sleep too," answered Mew-Mew severely ; and with 
that she marched back to the fire and curled her- 
self up on the rug, and went soundly off again. 

But she had hardly slept for half-an-hour when 
So-Fat was shouting to her once more. 

" Mew-Mew ! Oh, Mew-Mew ! '' 

*'What on earth is it now?'' cried Mew-Mew, 
getting up angrier than ever. 

"I'm so hot I think I shaQ die!'' said So-Fat 

" I wish you were dead," answered Mew-Mew, 
" What's the use of awaking me to tell me that ?" 

" Oh, but I want you to pull ^way these clothes 
from me," cried So-Fat. 

" Oh, dear, dear ! " said Mew-Mew. But she went 
and pulled away the clothes, and took care to throw 
a good warm blanket over towards the fire, so that 
she might have a comfortable sleep upon it pre- 
sently. 

"Well, are you content now?" said Mew-Mew, 
when she had taken everything away from him. 

'^ Oh, I don't know ; I'm very ill," said So-Fat ; 
and he puffed and panted, and gave the most dole- 
ful look into Mew-Mew's face. 

" I daresay you're not a bit worse than I am 
myself," answered Mew-Mew ; "you've got nothing 
like such a cold as I have on my chest." 
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" A cold on your chest ! ** echoed So-Fat 
"What's a cold on your chest compared with a 
broken leg ! '' 

"Oh, there you are — beginning about your leg 
again V cried Mew-Mew ; and off she went straight 
to the fire, and settled herself for another sleep. 

She slept this time for a good long whHe, and 
So-Fat slept too, but just as it was coming towards 
day-break, a louder cry than ever ros^ up in the 
room. 

"Oh, Mew-Mew! Mew -Mew! Mew-Mew!" 
cried So-Fat. 

"Dear me! dear me! what is it now?" said 
Mew-Mew. 

"I can't bear it any longer! You must come 
and loosen this bandage," cried So-Fat. 

" Any thing for peace,'' said Mew-Mew ; and up 
she came and bit the featenings of the bandage, and 
took it off 

" Well, are you right now ?" asked Mew-Mew. 

"I'm better," said So-Fat But he lay back on 
his pillow quite exhausted. 

" You don't look to me as if you'd live," said 
Mew-Mew, after she had stood and looked at him 
for some moments. 

"Not look as if I should live!" echoed So-Fat, 
quite confounded, for he had never thought of any- 
thing half so dreadful 
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" No, / don^t think you do," answered Mew^Mew; 
and with that she sat down before him with her eyes 
fixed on his face, as if she meant to wait there and 
see the end of him. 

" Oh, dear, dear I'' cried So-Fat; and the perspira- 
tion began to stand out on his forehead, he was in 
such a fright. 

" Is there — ^is there anything you think I could 
do, Mew-Mew?" he asked presently in a feeble 
voice. 

"Oh, / don't know of anything," answered 
Mew-Mew. " You must just wait" And she shut 
her eyes soMy, as if she^thought there might possi- 
bly be time before she was wanted at the end for a 
little doze. 

"But, Mew-Mew, Mew-Mew!" cried poor So-Fat, 
"you mustn't go to sleep ! Oh, Mew-Mew^ IVe got 
nobody to speak to but you !" 

" Speaking won't help you," answered Mew-Mew; 
"you were always too fond of speaking. IVe told 
you that myself, So-Fat, over and over again." 

"Yes, Mew-Mew, so you have," said So-Fat, 
quite humbly. "Bur you surely would not have 
me d-die without saying anything, would you ? IVe 
so many things I should like to say I Oh, Mew-Mew, 
what will you do without me when I'm g-g-gone ?" 

The poor little dog gave such a doleful look into 
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Mew-Mew's face as he spoke these words that Mew- 
Mew did not quite know what to say. To tell the 
truth, though she tried to think that she was very 
glad at this near prospect of getting rid of So-Fat 
for good and all, yet she was not altogether comfort- 
able about it After all, it would be an odd world 
without So-Fat. However, she did not like to shew 
that she was so changeable and weak as to feel that, 
BO when So Fat said — "What wiQ you do when I'm 
gone ? "' she answered pretty coolly — 

** Oh, 111 do just as usual, I supposa" 

And then she pretended to see a speck on one of 
her white paws, and began furiously to wash it oft 

But poor little So-Fat was in such a state of dis- 
tress that he could not bear this. 

" What — ^you'll do just as usual — ^without me t '' 
cried So-Fat ** You'll go on just the same when 
you 11 never have me to look at — or to speak to — or 
to-to f-fight with ?" And at that last tender inquiry 
So-Fafs voice quite broke dow^. " Oh, Mew-Mew, 
you heartless creature ! " 

"I'm not a heartless creature 1" cried Mew-Mew, 
and she almost began to sob. " If it comes to that, 
you're ten times more heartless than I am." 

" Me heartless 1 " cried So-Fat 

" Yes, you are ! You don't care for me," cried 
Mew-Mew, " a bit more than if I was a chicken or a 
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pig. You would not sit up with me as I^m sitting 
with you now — ^not if Pd broken all the legs IVe 
got" 

" Oh, Mew-Mew, how can you say such things ?'* 
cried So"Fat, " Oh, Mew-Mew, how can you — and 
me dying ? " 

" You would not care if / was dying fifty times 
over,^' said Mew-Mew. And she put her paw over 
her face and began to cry. 

« I-I-I would ! '' sobbed So-Fat " I'm sure IVe 
always liked you — ^but it's you that never were will- 
ing to make Mends. You never cou-cou-could bear 
me,'' said So-Fat. 

" Me never bear you ! Well I well ! " cried Mew- 
Mew. 

And then she sat and rocked herself to and fix), 
and — ^would you believe it ? — ^she thought* she was 
the most misunderstood cat, and So-Fat thought he 
was the most misunderstood dog that ever had lived. 

" I 'm sure I don't want not to be fiiends with 
you, now you're going out of the world," said Mew- 
Mew presently, looking up, and wiping her eyes. 

" Well, let us shake hands," said So-Fat in a 
broken voice. 

So he put out one of his fore-paws, and Mew- 
Mew, very much affected, took and pressed it between 
both of hers. Then they were both quite quiet for 
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several minutes, for they were so much moved by 
what had taken place that neither of them was able 
to speak. 

Mew-Mew was the first after some time to break 
the silence. 

"How do you feel yourself now, So-Fat?" she 
said. 

" Not quite so faint," answered So-Fat " K you 
could get me a little more water, dear Mew-Mew." 

"With pleasure!'^ cried Mew-Mew. And she 
hurried away, and got the water, and held it to So- 
Fat^s lips. 

" How do I look now, Mew-Mew ? " asked So- 
Fat, when he had laid his head back on the pillow, 
and he gave the most piteous look you can imagine 
into Mew-MeVs face. 

" Ah, not very well ! " said Mew-Mew, sorrow- 
fully. " There *s a look in your eyes I don^t like." 

" Oh I if it's only my eyes," said So-Fat, hope- 
fully, " I could alter that. Look at me now, Mew- 
Mew." 

And he changed his doleful look for one so bright 
and sharp that Mew-Mew clapped her paws with de- 
light, and cried out — " Oh, that's quite another thing! 
Why, your eyes are as bright as mine now, So-Fat!" 

"No, no — ^not so bright as yoursl^ said So-Fat 
gallantly. " No other eyes could be as bright as yours. 
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Mew-Mew. But I do feel better, and I can't help 
thinking, dear Mew-Mew, that if I could get a re- 
freshing sleep, and a Uttle nourishing food '' 

" Should you like a mouse ? " cried Mew-Mew 
with eagerness. 

"Ah — ^it would be too exciting, I'm afraid,'' said 
So-Fat sadly. "No — I must not take stimulants, 
Mew-Mew — they might bring on fever. But per- 
haps the boiled wing of a chicken, or a little cold 
mutton — ^under-done." 

" Well — 111 try what I can do," said Mew-Mew. 

So away she went, and prowled in aU directions, 
but the only thing she could find (for the larder was 
locked as usual) was a plate of sandwiches on a 
shelf However, sandwiches were not bad food, 
Mew-Mew remembered; so, after tasting two or 
three to see that they were well made, she went 
back to So-Fat with her priza 

" What is it, Mew-Mew ? " asked So-Fat eagerly. 

" Sandwiches," answered Mew-Mew. " Delicious 
ones ! " And she held the plate up to him. 

" Keep me company, dear Mew -Mew," said 
So-Fat^ helping himself to the largest one in the 
dish. 

"Well, I don't care if I do," said Mew-Mew. 
" The morning air gives one an appetite." And she 
feU to work without the loss of another moment 
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In a very few minutes the plate was quite empty. 

** It has been very pleasant ! '' said So-Fat, lean- 
ing back with a sigh. 

** Yery pleasant ! " answered Mew-Mew, licking 
the plate to catch the last crumbs. 

'* It has done me a great deal of good. There ^s 
no more of it, I suppose ?'' said So-Fat, wistfully. 

" Not another morsel ! ^^ answered Mew-Mew. 

" Well, it can't be helped,'' said S€)-Fat, resignedly. 
*' Shall I try now to go to sleep ?" 

**Do," answered Mew-Mew; "and 111 shake up 
your pillows for you." 

So she did that, and arranged the clothes neatly, 
and then So-Fat lay down and shut his eyes. 

"Ill just give myself a dight wash, and then, 
follow your example," said Mew-Mew. **Be sure 
"you call me if you feel worse, dear So-Fat." 

"Oh, yes, 111 call you," answered So-Fat, half 
asleep already. 

So Mew-Mew washed herself carefully all over, 
and then, seeing So-Fat quite quiet and comfortable, 
she rolled herself up on one of his blankets, and 
slept soundly till the servants came down stairs and 
opened the shutters. 

I dare say you won't be much surprised to hear 
that, in spite of this fright which they had had, 
So-Fat wasn't in the least danger of dying at all* 
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Nobody ever thought of such a thing except himself 
and Mew-Mew. So, though he occasionally brought 
on a good deal of fever by over-eating himself, and 
though he had to stay in bed for a whole week, and 
for a week or ten days more was rather weak, and 
obliged to be careful of himself, yet by the end of a 
month he was as strong again as ever, and quite as 
ready to bark at the pigs, and worry the chickens, as he 
had ever been. " Don't run into danger — don% So- 
Pat ! For my sake 1 " Mew-Mew would say to him a 
dozen times a day — ^but it wasn't a bit of use; he was 
running into danger and into mischief aU day long. 

He and Mew-Mew were the closest and dearest 
friends now. Mew-Mew always thought and said 
that it was her good nursing that had saved his life, 
and So-Fat, from hearing Mew-Mew declare it so 
' often, got quite to believe this too, and he thought 
that Mew-Mew was the best friend he had in the 
world. As for Mew-Mew, she became so fond of 
So-Fat, that she could scarcely bear to have him out 
of her sight ; and in fact, they loved each other now 
so much, that in course of time they both came quite 
to forget that they had ever hated one another, and 
wouldn't have believed it if you had told them. 

But, though they were so delighted with each 
other, they weren't a bit more pleased than they 
had been with the rest of the world ; indeed, they 
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soon came to think a good deal worse of tlie universe 
than ever, for, whereas before they had had nobody 
to speak to about their wrongs and troubles, they 
could now talk together about all these things — ^and 
everybody knows how very big a grievance may be^ 
made by talking of it, when both the talkers take 
the same side. In fact, by talking, the world before 
long became so very black, and dismal, and hopeless, 
in the sight of So-Fat and Mew-Mew, that the only 
wonder was how they possibly managed to go on 
living in it at all. 

At last matters came to a head. 

One night, after all the house had gone to bed, 
and So-Fat and Mew-Mew met together, as they 
always did now at that time, to have a quiet talk 
before the kitchen fire, So-Fat began the conversa- 
tion with these terrible words :— 

** I wish everybody was dead ! " said So-Fat 

*'0h, So-Fat! But not me?'' cried Mew-Mew, 
all in a flutter. 

** No — ^not you. But everybody else/' answered 
So-Fat, in deep despair. 

^^^Deaxl dearl What is it in particulax?'' in- 
quired Mew-Mew. 

"It's the pigs," answered So-Fat, gloomily. 

" What have they been doing ? " asked Mew-Mew, 
anxiously* 
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** Grunting/' answered So~Fat, with indignation. 

**But they haven't been touching you, have, 
they ?" said Mew-Mew. 

*^ They would have touched me if they could,'' ' 
replied So-Fat. 

And then there was a long pause. Mew-Mew 
was the first to renew the conversation. 

"Well, pigs are a disgrace to a place," said 
Mew-Mew, sympathetically ; ^' but yet, do you know, 
So-Fat, all things considered, I'm not so sure but 
chickens are worse." 

"Chickens are bad enough," returned So-Fat; 
" they're vicious things. But for real spite, there's 
nothing like pigs." 

" Perhaps you're right," said Mew-Mew, thought- 
fully. "Yet I don't know but what, out of the 
whole set, I could believe worst of all of ducks." 

"There's scarcely a shade to choose between 
them," said So-Fat. " That's the truth." 

And then he began to groan. And as soon as 
he gave one groan, Mew-Mew gave another, and so 
they kept it up for five minutes. 

"I've a good mind riot to bear it," said So- Fat 
at last. 

" Dear me, hpw can you help bearing it, So-Fat ?" 
cried Mew-Mew, opening her eyes. 

" I could go away," said So-Fat. 
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" Where to ? '' screamed Mew-Mew. , 

" Anywhere ! '' said So-Fat, solemnly* 

But Mew-Mew was so overwhelmed by this 
announcement, that for a few moments she could n^t 
utter a word. At last, when she had recovered her 
voice again — 

" Oh, So-Fat, you wouldn't leave me, would you ? " 
she said. 

" Would n^t you come with me, Mew-Mew?" 
asked So-Fat. And he put on such a tender look, 
that Mew-Mew was quite overpowered. 

" Anywhere ! — ^to the end of the world ! " answered 
Mew-Mew, putting up her paw to hide her tears. 

^ Then we will go together," said So-Fat solemnly. 
And then they didn't speak another word for five 
minutes, they were so much moved. 

*^ It must be a change for the better, wherever we 
go ; that's clear at any rate," said So-Fat, breaking 
the silence first. 

**Yes; that's quite clear," answered Mew-Mew. 

"And perhaps they 11 learn to value us here, 
when — when we're gone," said So-Fat, quite affected. 

" When it's too late," said Mew-Mew. 

** Yes, when it's too late," echoed So-Fat, with a 
deep sigL 

And then Mew-Mew sighed, and then they both 
sighed together. . 
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" When shall we set off?'' said Mew-Mew. 

" Now I — ^this moment V' answered So-Fat, start- 
ing up^ and waving his paw. 

" But all the doors are locked !'' cried Mew-Mew, 
in a great flutter. (For, to tell the truth, Mew-Mew 
did not feel quite so eager about this expedition as 
So-Fat did, she being by nature a great stay-at- 
home, and, with regard to this night in particular, 
she had been laying her account for hours past with 
having a comfortable sleep, and really she didn't 
feel in a fit state either of mind or body to assent to 
So-Fat's proposal So — ) "All the doors are locked!" 

« 

cried Mew-Mew. " And, besides, I'm not washed I*' 
"Can't you live a single night without being 
washed ?" cried So-Fat, getting into a rage. 

" Live without being washed ! I should think 
not!" exclaimed Mew-Mew, bridling up. 

And it almost looked as if they were going to 
have one of their old quarrels. But, in a moment 
or two, Mew-Mew, who had a point to gain, con- 
trolled her temper. 

" I should like, before we set out, to make one or 
two little preparations, dear So-Fat," she said. " In 
a great undertaking like this, we should not act with 
too much haste. A good sleep to-night, I should 

say, and the greater part of to-morrow ." 

" Well, well ; as you please," interrupted So-Fat, 
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who was, indeed, rather sleepy himself. " And what 
should you say to an extra meal V 

" Certainly I " answered Mew-Mew. " Leave that 
to me/' 

" Then we start to-morrow,^' said So-Fat. 

" To-morrow, at dusk,'' replied Mew-Mew. 

"Agreed!" said So-Fat 

Then they curled themselves up side by side 
upon their rug, and were both asleep in five minutes. 

It all went next day as they had proposed. 
They slept throughout the morning, only rousing 
themselves to take their breakfasts. In the after- 
noon So-Fat went to take a farewell walk round the 
farm-yard, and Mew-Mew busied herself in stealing 
a roast chicken out of the larder, and conveying it to 
a safe place in the dust-bin ; then she set to work, 
and washed herself all over till she was as white as 
snow, and by dusk she was quite ready to set out. 
She met So-Fat by appointment at the dust-bin, 
where they ate the fowl between them to the last 
bone, and then, though they felt a little heavy after 
their meal, and not quite so ready for a walk as 
they had expected to be, they made their way to the 
gate of the farm, and stepped out into the road. 

**Now we've done it!" said So-Fat, as they 
found themselves fairly in the highway. 

"Yes, we've done iV' answered Mew-Mew, 
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rather falteringly, not finding herself quite so com- 
fortable eitiier in mind or in body as she could have 
wished 

" We must step out briskly/' said So-Fat, ^* for I 
dare say they 11 be after us in half an hour." 

" Oh, as briskly as you please,'' answered Mew- 
Mew, alniost wishing she was back at the kitchen 
fire, 

'' Now then 1 " said So-Fat. 

And off they started at fall speed. 
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'* Oh, go on ! A. Z., go on ! " cried Gracie, when 
A. Z. stopped. 

Gracie had been sitting on a stool at A. Z.'s feet 
ever since the story began, not doing a single thing 
but looking iato her face. It was a story quite 
after Gracie's heart. 

" But I can't go on any more to day. Grade," 
said A. Z. "I'm tired." 

"Oh!" Gracie couldn't see how anybody could 
get tired of talking about dogs and cats. 

"You might make it short, and finish it off, 
A. Z.," said Tom, bluntly. 

" Oh, Tom 1" cried Gracie, piteously. 

" Well, for that matter, Gracie," answered A. Z., 
" I could finish it off; quite easily in, half a minute, 
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if anybody wanted it. For, you know, there are 
two ways (at the least) of telling a story ; you may 
give only the dry bones, or you may give the bones 
with the meat on them, just as you please* Now, I 
am quite willing to give you either." 

** Oh, then, give me the bones and the meat too,^' 
cried little Gracie, laughing. 

" I don't think the dry bones would be much 
worth having, would they, A* Z. ?'' asked Dick. 

** I'm afraid they wouldn't, Dick. Not my dry 
bones, at any rate," answered A. Z. " Only Tom 
wants them." 

" Oh, I don t want them particularly," mumbled 
Tom, half sheepishly. " Only you see it's all such 
tionsense, A. Z." 

** About So-Fat and Mew-Mew, Tom ?" 

"Yes; making them say and do such absurd 
things." 

"Well, it is nonsense," answered A. Z., con- 
fidentially* " What do you think is the use of it, 
Tom?" 

" The use of it ? " echoed Tom, opening his eyes. 
Tom had a suspicion that he didn't quite understand 
what A. Z. would be at 

" Yes ; the use of it ? " repeated A. Z., quite 
gravely. 

" Why, there's no use in it ! " exclaimed Tom. 
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** Nor in any story, is there, Tom ? '' aaked A. Z. 

"There's a use in sensible stories,^' answered 
Tom a little uneasily. " I mean in nice stories about 
real' things." 

" What kind of use ? '' inquired A. Z. 

"I mean — they amuse people — they — why, 
every body likes good stories. / can't begin to ex- 
plain the use of them,'' said Tom imcomfortably. 
" I don't know why you're asking all these things of 

•^ " Because you objected to my story being non- 
sense," answered A. Z. " Now, if a sensible story is 
useful because it amuses yoUy Tom, why should not 
a nonsensical one be useful, too, if it amuses Gracife?" 

"Oh, but Grade's such an atom of a thing!" 
cried Tom. 

" So she is, Tom," answered A. Z. " But, then, if 
we did nothiilg for all these little atoms, what do you 
think would become of them ? " 

Well, Tom had nothing to say in reply to that 
question, so he only made a very queer kind of voice 
quite down at the bottom of his throat, which might 
have been words, only they were so far oflf that no- 
body could hear them ; and then, wheeling right 
round — 

" I did not say that I did not like your story, 
A. Z.," he said, in rather a shame-faced way^-for 
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the fact was that he had both listened and laughed 
while A. Z. had been telling it, and^ being an honest 
boy, his conscience was beginning to prick him for 
pretending that he thought it all so very much be- 
neath him. 

"Oh!'' exclaimed A. Z, "Perhaps it's Dick, 
then, that does not like it ?" 

But Dick laughed, and said he had no objection 
to it at all. ' 

" Or Frank ? '' said A. Z. " Or — suppose whoever 
can stand no more of it holds up a haadT' 

There were no hands held up, however, and the 
children all laughed, and said they would rather hear 
the end of the story than not. 

" Well, then, I think, for Gracie's sake,'' said A. 
Z., " we must finish it. So well have the rest to- 
morrow." 
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In spite of it being such a foolish story, all the 
six children came next afternoon into the parlour to 
hear the adventures of So-Fat and Mew-Mew. 
Gracie established herself again on her stool at A. 
Z.'8 feet, and resigned herself to blissful enjoyment 
The rest took their seats as they pleased, and A Z. 
began. 
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PABT THE 8BC0KD. 

DAEESAY they'll be after us in hali" an 
hour," So-Fat had said ; and, under that be- 
' lief (for, undervalued as they certainly were, 
yet it was quite impossible, both So-Fat and 
Mew-Mew thought, that more than a very 
short time could elapse before the news of 
their disappearance would spread anxiety 
and alarm throughout the farm), they started off upon 
their journey at a speed which very soon made poor 
Mew-Mew quite breathless. Mew-Mew could run 
very fast for a little way, but she was not at all ac- 
customed to long races, and she had not run for half 
a mile when the unusual exercise, joiaed to the lai^ 
meal that she had eaten before setting out, began to 
make her feel quite ilL "It's fine fun — ^isn't it^ 
Mew-Mew?" So-Fat had called out in high glee 
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more than once, for So-Fat was quite used to fast 
running, and did not mind it a bit ; and Mew-Mew 
had panted — ^**0h yes, delightftdT^ two or three 
times, in answer to him ; but at last, when for about 
the sixth time So-Fat shouted — " Oh, isn't it fun ? '' 
instead of answering as before, Mew-Mew gasjped 
out^ — " Yes — yes — it's — certainly — fun, — but — 
could not we — just — just— just— rest a little, — So- 
Fat?'' 

« What— rest already ? " cried So-Fat. 

** Yes — just — for — a — minute," panted Mew- 
Mew* 

** Oh, well, certainly, if you wish it,'* answered 
So^Fat, a little offended, and standing stilL " But 
what^s the matter with you ? Have you got a bone 
in your throat ? " 

*'0h no, — not — not a bone," answered Mew- 
Mew, laying her paw over her chest and panting. 
" It's only— only my lungs, So-Fat." 

'* What's the matter with your lungs?" asked 
So-Fat. 

^ Delicate," answered Mew-Mew, shaking her 
head. 

'' Oh, that's awkward," said So-Fat. " I don't 
see how you're to move much about the world unless 
you've good lungs." 

" But we are not always — to be running — are 
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we, So-Fat?" cried Mew-Mew, with qtiite a wild 
look in her eyes. 

" Well, no, not quite always," answered So-Fat 
" But tliere wiU be a good deal of it. It's very awk- 
ward indeed." 

" But it can't be helped, dear So-Fat," said Mew- 
Mew, timidly. 

** No, I suppose it can V' replied So-Fat, slowly. 
** We must just make the best of it. Are you ready 
now, Mew-Mew ? " 

" Oh yes," answered Mew-Mew, getting on her 
legs again. ** Only — ^if you think we could go a little 
slower now." 

*' Well, if they catch us you know it won't be my 
fault," said So-Fat, shrugging his shoulders. 

And off they started again. 

But though they did go slower, and though they 
stopped several times again to rest, it was still a very 
fatiguing evening to poor Mew-Mew. It was dis- 
tressing to her, too, in moye ways than one ; for not 
only was she tired and out of breath, but her beauti- 
ful white pawQ were all so discoloured by dust and 
mud that she was perfectly wretched when she 
looked at them, not to mention that the soles of 
them were so swollen that she could scarcely walL 

" Oh, dear me, how shall I ever get them dean, 
again! " cried poor Mew-Mew to herself a dozen. 
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times over, and she limped on slower and slower till 
at last she could scarcely even limp at all. 

" Well, I did think you had been a better runner 
than this, Mew-Mew," said So-Fat, not in a very 
sweet temper, when he found she could not go a step 
further. 

"Ohl I shall be better to-morrow,'* answered 
Mew-Mew, with a sickly smile. "It's only — ^it's 
only my paws. Oh, So-Fat, do you never suffer 
from your paws ? " 

" Suffer from them ! '* echoed So-Fat in a fright. 
^'Nor* 

" Well, I wonder you don't Just look at mine,'' 
said Mew-Mew. 

And they did look odd certainly, for they were 
near twice their common size, and as black as the 
ground. 

** Why, they're swollen up as if you had thorns 
in them," said So-Fat * "You ought to put them 
into water and bathe them." 

"Put my paws into water!" cried Mew-Mew 
blazing up. " I would not do such a thing for 
the world 1 " 

" What do you mean to do with them, then ? " 
asked So-Fat 

" I mean to lick them," answered Mew-Mew, with 
dignity. 
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** Well, it will take a pretty time to lick those 
paws clean/' 'said So-Fat. *' However, if you mean 
to do it, you'd better begin, for I suppose we shan't 
go much further to-night You won't mind if I go 
to sleep, will you, Mew-Mew ? " 

** Oh dear, no I " answered Mew-Mew, civilly. 

** I could eat a morsel of supper," said So-Fat 
wistfully ; " but I suppose there 's not likely to be 
anything quite at hand ? " 

"Well, no," said Mew-Mew carelessly, not hav- 
ing quite recovered from her last meal yet ; "I don't 
think there is." 

"Oh, it's not of much consequence," answered 
So-Fat, rather dolefully. And, with a sigh, he curled 
himself up, and, in spite of going without his supper, 
he was asleep in two minutes. 

As for poor Mew-Mew, she had two hours good 
work before she could follow his e^tample. She 
licked, and licked, and licked, and it seemed as if 
she should never get herself white again ; but' at 
last, to her exquisite delight, the old beautiftd colour 
did come back, and with a gentle sigh of content- 
ment she rolled herself up into a ball, and fell so 
sound asleep that she never awoke once till morning. 

She would have been glad enough, too, I dare 
say, to have slept for half ^ the next day, if So-Fat 
would have let her, but the sun had scarcely risen 
when he came and roused her. 
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" Up, up ! — awake, Mew-Mew ! " he cried, bust- 
ling about and frisking round her, and Mew-Mew 
had to jump up, and do the best she could to get 
her sleepy eyes open. 

" No time to lose ! '' cried So-Fat, as brisk as pos- 
sible. " What are we to do for breakfast ? Come ; 
think, Mew-Mew ! " 

"Oh, well have some birds," said Mew-Mew 
sleepily. "Just wait a minute or two, So-Fat, till 
IVe w-w " 

"Till IVe washed myself," Mew-Mew had been 
going to say, but before she had got the last words 
out, all at once she heard such a twittering in 
the trees above her that it quite put them out of 
her head, and looking up to see what the cause of it 
was — 

" Oh ! " she cried, springing to her feet, " look at 
the birds ! Oh dear me, So-Fat, look at the birds ! 
Oh, look at them ! look at them ! " cried Mew-Mew, 
getting so excited that she scarcely knew what she 
was saying — for she had never seen so many birds 
all together in her life before. 

"Well, I see them," answered So-Fat, a little 
irritably — ^for birds were rather a sore subject with 
So-Fat. (The truth was, that he never could manage 
to catch a bird himself, while Mew-Mew was remark- 
ably clever at getting them, and the sight of the 

K 
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delicious morsels which she used, by lajdng in wait 
for them, constantly to procure for herself, had really 
of old been more than So-Fat had been able to bear.) 
" I see them,'' answered So-Fat ; " but I wish you 'd 
catch a few, without saying so much about it.'' 

" Oh, 1 11 catch them ! '" replied Mew-Mew, all 
alive. And she lost no time about it, for she got 
a couple of poor little sparrows to begin with, in less 
than two minutes. 

As soon as ever So-Fat had tasted them he got 
into good humour again. 

" Very finely flavoured birds," said So-Fat. 

"Oh, delicious <" cried Mew-Mew. "Are you 
ready for another one, So-Fat ?" 

"Well, if it was not troubling you too much, 
dear Mew-Mew," said So-Fat. 

" Oh, don't mention it !" cried Mew-Mew. " It's 
a pleasure ! " 

And she set herself to catch some more with 
such eagerness that it was impossible to doubt that 
it was. 

They ate three birds a-piece, and then, being 
quite unable to eat any more, they lay down for a 
little while to recover themselves. 

" It's rather warm work," said Mew-Mew, laying 
herself out at full length. " I wish I'd a little milk." 

"Milk! Oh, you'U have to do without milk," 
said So-Fat, carelessly. 
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" To do without milk ! '' cried Mew-Mew, start- 
ing to her feet in a terrible fright. 

" There's plenty of water/' said So-Fat. 

" I would not touch a drop of water to save my 
life!'' said Mew-Mew, indignantly. 

" WeU, weU," said So-Fat, seeing that all the hair 
on her back was standing on end, "well try and 
find some milk as we go along. But, in the mean- 
time, I want to speak to you about something else. 
I've been thinking, dear Mew-Mew, that, as you 
catch birds so charmingly, I could not do better than 
leave the care of our meals entirely to you.. You 
manage aU that sort of thing so well." 

" I'm sure if I can please yoUy dear So-Fat," said 
Mew-Mew, recovering her temper, and looking quite 
delighted, " I shall be only too happy to undertake 
the charge." 

" Then that is a settled point," returned So-Fat. 
" Everything else 111 take upon myself — ^the direc- 
tion of our journey, I mean, you know — and all that 
sort of thing; and in all matters of difficulty, of 
course, dear Mew-Mew, you must always come to 
me. 

" I will," said Mew-Mew,' tenderly. 

" And now let us set oflf," said So-Fat. 

" Certainly," replied Mew-Mew. " And perhaps 
we may find some milk as we go along." 
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So they set out. 

They went on for a long way, walking mostly 
through fields and woods, and in quiet places where 
there were very few people likely to be stirring. 
" We had better keep away from the highroads lest 
we should be recognized,'' said So-Fat ; and they 
managed so well that they walked on the whole 
morning without seeing a single creature. But at 
last, at a moment when they were so much engaged 
in talking together that they had forgotten to look 
ahead, suddenly they heard a tremendous sound of 
barking, md when, in a great Mght, they turned 
round, there they saw an enormous shepherd dog 
racing after them as if he would break his neck. 

"Oh!'' cried So-Fat. 

And— 

" Oh — H !" screamed Mew-Mew. 

And for an instant they did n't know what on 
earth to do. 

" We must run up a tree !" cried Mew-Mew. 

" I can't run up a tree 1 " shrieked So-Fat. 

" Well, I'm sure I can't help it," cried Mew-Mew ; 
and away she scampered with aU her might. Fortu- 
nately, there was a good large tree pretty close at 
hand, so she flew up it, and in a few moments was 
quite hidden amongst the branches. 

But there was no help at hand for poor So-Fat 
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Up came the great dog, roaring out — ^**Who are 
you?'' and before little So-Fat could so much as 
answer that question, he fell upon him, and in a 
moment had him rolling over and over on the 
ground. 

"Oh, Mew-Mew !'' cried poor So-Fat, piteously, 
calling upon the only friend he had. 

" What do you mean by ' Mew-Mew,' you little 
fool ?" cried the big dog, seizing him by the nape of 
the neck, and giving him a shake as if he would 
shake his life out. 

(And Mew-Mew, up in the tree, you may be sure, 
sat as still as a mouse.) 

" Oh, let me go, and I'll never — never — n-e-ver," 
cried So-Fat, with his voice getting fainter and 
fainter at each word, for the great dog had got him 
fairly round the throat now, and So-Fat had not 
breafh enough left to get out what it was that he 
would never do. " It's all over with me ! " thought 
poor So-Fat ; and he shut his eyes, and gave himself 
up for lost. 

But at this very moment a great loud voice came 
roaring over the field. 

"Come off, Caesar 1 Whewl — do you hear? 
Come off, lad!" cried the voice, and the big dog at 
the sound lifted up his head, and, though he still 
held him pinned fast to the groimd, yet So-Fat was 
able to take a great new breath. 
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" Come off, you rascal ! " the voice shouted afresL 
and it went shouting over ai^d over again in. the 
same way, till at last, after slowly and slowly loosen- 
ing his hold, the big dog stooped down, and gave 
one last terrible shake to poor little So-Fat, and 
then, springing away, bounded across the field, and 
in half-a-dozen seconds was out of sight. 

Then, as soon as he was quite gone, So-Fat, who 
had been in too dreadful a fright for some moments 
to open his lips, began to groan with all his might. 

" Oh ! '' said So-Fat. « Oh ! Oh 1 '' 

And they were such dismal groans that they 
quite made Mew-Mew's heart, as she sat upon the 
tree, come into her mouth. 

" What shall I do ? ShaU I come down, So-Fat V 
cried Mew-Mew, in great alarm. 

But So-Fat pretended not to hear, and went on 
groaning harder than ever. 

"Oh, dear, dear, I do think he's dying!" cried 
Mew-Mew ; and at that dreadful thought down she 
came, though she was trembling so that she could 
scarcely stand. 

" So-Fat ! can you speak V she called out, as soon 
as ever she got to the ground. 

" Away ! Leave me ! " said So-Fat, in a feebl^e 
tone. 

"Leave you? Never!'' cried Mew-Mew, all in 
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a flutter, and, giving a carefal glance all round her, 
she came up eagerly to where So-Fat lay. 

" Oh, my poor dear, dear So-Fat ! Why, you're 
beaten into a jelly ! " cried Mew-Mew. 

" If Fm beaten into a jelly, you're safe enough 
at any rate,'^ said So-Fat, with a dreadful look. 

"Ah, yes! And isnt it a mercy that I am?^' 
asked Mew-Mew, looking as simple as a new-bom 
kitten. " I wonder who would nurse you now if / 
wasn^t safe!'' 

There was something in that ; so, though So-Fat 
still f6lt angry enough, he thought he had better 
hold his tongue and say no more about it. Accord- 
ingly, he swallowed his wrath, and when Mew-Mew 
began to run over all the things that she could do 
for him, and suggested first putting him to bed, and 
then getting some water for him, and then killing a 
bird, he condescended to say that perhaps he might 
be the better for a little morsel of food, and that, if a 
very fine bird were brought to him, he would try 
if he could take a few mouthfuls of it. So away 
Mew-Mew went to find a bird for his dinner. 

But go where she would, up and down, not a 
bird could Mew-Mew get. They were in a very 
open country, with only a few trees scattered here 
and there, and not a bird seemed to be in the place. 
It was in vain that Mew-Mew ran up the trees, and 
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crept along the branches, and prowled about on the 
ground; she only saw about half-a-dozen birds in 
the course of a whole hour, and not one of these 
half-dozen could she catch. 

At last she returned to So-Fat quite dejected and 
worn out. 

"Well, I thought you were never coming back," 
exclaimed So-Fat, as soon as he saw her. " Come, 
make haste ! Where are the birds V 

"Oh, So-Fat!" cried Mew-Mew, "I can^t find 
auy!" 

" You can^t find any birds ! " exclaimed So-Fat, 
in dismay. 

" Not one ! " cried Mew-Mew, bursting into tears. 

" WeU, here^s a pretty business T said So-Fat. 

" It's the most wretched, miserable place I ever 
was in !" cried Mew-Mew, and began to sob as if her 
heart would break. 

" You ought to have managed better, Mew-Mew," 
said So-Fat, severely. "It's your part to provide 
food ; I told you so." 

" And it's your part to take care of us on the 
way, and you've done that nicely, haven't you?" 
said Mew-Mew, firing up. 

" Youve got very little to complain of, any 
way!" answered So-Fat, spitefully. 

" If I haven't, it's 'no thanks to you 1" retorted 
Mew-Mew. 
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And then they set to, and had a regular quarrel, 
and I dare say they might even have come to blows 
if it had not been that So-Fat was so much disabled 
that anything more at present in the way of fighting 
was quite out of the question for him. So, instead 
of fighting, after they had snapped at one another for 
a quarter of an hour or so, they ended by making it 
up again, and, as poor So-Fat felt very ill and shaken 
and uncomfortable, and could travel no further to-day, 
and as there was clearly no food to ba had, for want 
of anything better to do they roUed themselves up 
into a couple of as tight balls as they could, for it 
was rather cold, and soop fell fast asleep. 

They slept all the rest of the day, and, though 
by night time they were very hungry, they would 
probably have slept aU night too, had it not been 
that an hour or two after it got dark a dreadful 
pelting storm of rain began. Mew-Mew was the 
first whom it awakened, and she sat up and looked 
about her, and was almost out of her wits with 
fright when she saw what was going on. 

" So-Fat ! So-Fat ! it's raining !'' cried Mew-Mew. 

**Well," said So-Fat, looking up very sleepily, 
" pray don't make such a noise about it. I can't 
help it." 

**But it's pouring with rain!" cried Mew-Mew. 
" What shall I do ! I shall be drowned 1" 



138 ADVENTURES OF SO-FAT AND MEW-MEW. 

"Oh, stuff!" answered So-Fat. "Creep closer 
under the hedge, and be quiet.'^ And So-Fat curled 
his tail warmly again over his face. 

But Mew-Mew was in far too great a state of 
consternation to be quiet. When So-Fat wouldn't 
attend to her, she began to run backwards and for- 
wards, shaking her paws, and setting up the fur on 
her . back, and howling so dreadfully that it was 
quite impossible for So-Fat to get another wink of 
sleep. And, indeed, before many minutes were over, 
So-Fat himself began to get so wet that he didn't 
more than half like it, and, fairly giving up all hope 
of going to sleep again, he got up, and began to 
shake himself almost as vigorously as Mew-Mew. 

" It's very awkward," said So-Fat, presently. 

"Awkward!" echoed Mew-Mew, indignantly. 
" It's TERRIBLE !" And then she gave such a fright- 
ful howl that you might have heard it a mile off. 

"Well, I'm sure, Mew-Mew," said So-Fat, in 
great distress, " Fm as sorry as you are. But who 
could have supposed that it was going to rain to- 
night r 

" Oh, / don't know who could have supposed it," 
answered Mew-Mew. " It was your business to find 
out that." 

" I 'm sure I don't know what I could have done 
if I had found it out," answered poor So-Fat, feeling 
quite subdued. 
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But Mew-Mew was tiot in any humour to be 
satisfied with excuse^ She was so wretched she did 
not know what to do. She never had been wet in 
all her life before, and now she was wet, and cold, 
and hungry, and sleepy all together ; and, worst of 
all, every bit of white was gone out of her beautiful 
coat. " To think that I should ever live to be such 
an object as this,^' cried poor Mew-Mew. And then 
she began to howl again till aU the place rang. 

" I wish I never, never, never had come away 
from home ! ^' said Mew-Mew, burstiQg iato tears. 
* "Well, I ^m sure, Mew-Mew, we did it for the 
best,'' said So-Fat, dolefully. " And if only the rain 
would stop, and we could get a little food'' — ^And 
then poor So-Fat gave a dismal sigh, and such a 
vision rose before him of the regular meals and the 
warm, comfortable kitchen at home, that his voice 
quite broke down, and he could not utter another 
word. 

WeU, it was a wretched busiuess. The rain fell 
straight on the whole night through, and when 
morning came, you never saw two more pitiable 
objects than were poor little So-Fat and Mew-Mew — 
Mew-Mew especially. She looked as if she had 
been dragged through the sea. Every hair of her 
white coat was dripping wet, and she was shaking 
so in every limb that she could scarcely stand. It 
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would have made your heart bleed, Gracie [said A. 
Z.], to see her. 

The morning did come, however, at last, and 
when the sun rose the rain ceased. 

" Now, if only the ground were not so wet,'' said 
So-Fat, quite worn out, "I think I could go to 
sleep." 

**Ah, there's no sleep for me/" said Mew-Mew, 
dolefully. 

" Dear me, why not ?" asked So-Fat, quite with 
anxiety. 

" Do you think I could go to sleep looking this 
figure ? " cried Mew-Mew, and with a shudder she 
raised one of her front paws and began to give it a 
few hopeless licks. ^ 

" Oh, that's what you mean, is it?" said So-Fat; 
and, knowing that it was no use to say another word, 
he shrugged his shoulders, and laid himself down in 
the driest place that he could find, and composed 
himself to sleep. 

But before he had slept half as long as he felt 
inclined to do, he was awakened by the most dread- 
ful groans from Mew-Mew. 

« Oh ! Oh ! Oh, So-Fat !" panted Mew-Mew. 

" What ever is the matter now ?" cried So-Fat, 
lifting up his head. 

There was Mew-Mew sitting before him, with 
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one half of her washed quite white, and the other 
half still all draggled and wet — the oddest looking 
object you can conceive, and with such a dismal look 
in her face, too, that it quite gave So-Fat a turn 
when he saw her. 

" Oh, So-Fat, I'm so iU !" cried Mew-Mew. 

*'Dear me, you do look queer T' said So-Fat, 
rousing himself and staring at her. 

"Yes; I'm so ill,'' repeated Mew-Mew, waggling 
her head, and looking very odd indeed. " I'm so ill, 
dear So-Fat. I'm so iU— I'm so iU !" 

" Bless me, you need not say it so often ! " cried 
So-Fat, quite excited. "Why, what's the matter 
with you ?" 

" Oh, / don't know," answered Mew-Mew. " But 
I'm so ill— I'm so iU." And off she went again just 
in the same way. 

Upon that So-Fat was very much alarmed, and 
got up and felt her pulse, and found that she was in 
a high fever. 

" Well, here's a pretty to do !" said So-Fat. 

" Oh, do fetch me a little milk ! I'm so thirsty," 
cried Mew-Mew. 

"Milk! Where am / to get milk.from?" ex- 
claimed So-Fat. 

" Go to the dairy-maid, and she'll give you some. 
She's just gone into the dairy with a great pail of 
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milk. I Ve been trying for ever so long to get in, too, 
aoid taste the cream, but I can't get the door open. 
There ! — ^it's open now 1 Oh, run in — ^run in — run 
in, So-Fat I " cried poor little Mew-Mew, as fast as 
ever she could gabble. 

It put So-Fat in such a fright to hear her that 
he did not know what on earth to do. 

" She 's going mad ! '' whispered So-Fat to him- 
self, and he began to shake so that he could not utter 
another word. 

" Oh, the milk— the milk, So-Fat!'' cried Mew- 
Mew. "Why didn't you run in when I told you ? 
The door's shut again now, and you can't get in — 
it's no use, you can't. All the mice will have it to 
themselves now. There they go ! There they go ! " 
And Mew-Mew tossed up her front paws in the air, and 
was so weak when she had done that that she fairly 
fell backwards, and could not lift herself up again. 

Of course it was quite impossible for them to go 
on with their journey that day. Mew-Mew did not 
know what she was either doing or saying (for this 
dreadful wetting that she had undergone had been 
too much for her), and as for strength, she had no 
more than a new-born kitten. 

" It's the most unfortunate thing I ever knew in 
my life!" cried So-Fat, wringing his paws ; and once 
for a moment he thought of going on by himself and 
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leaving Mew-Mew to her fate, but when he looked 
at her, and remembered how fond he was of her, and 
she of him, he had not the heart to do that. " But / 
must have something to eat, at any rate,^' said So-Fat, 
"or I shall die.^' So he presently left Mew-Mew dozing 
on the ground, and went away to look for some 
food. 

After the greatest exertion he did succeed in 
catching one single bird. It was only a very small 
thin bird, but he gobbled it up, bones and feathers 
and all, and, wretched though this breakfast was, he 
comforted himself a little by the thought that, at any 
rate, he was better off than Mew-Mew, who had not 
any breakfast at aJl. So, after looking well in all 
directions, and seeing that there was no present 
chance of any more food, he went back to where he 
had left Mew-Mew, and, seeing that she was not a 
bit better, but rather, on the contrary, decidedly 
worse — ^for she scarcely seemed to know who So-Fat 
was when he came to her, and would do nothing but 
go rambling on about mice, and ducks, and chickens, 
and all the other things that she had left in the farm 
behind her — he rolled himself up and went off to 
sleep, as the best way of forgetting his troubles. 

I can't describe to you, Gracie [said A. Z.], every 
incident of this day and of the days that followed, 
because if I did I don't know when my story would 
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come to an end; but they were very deplorable days 
indeed. Poor little Mew-Mew lay on the ground so 
ill that she could scarcely lift up her head, and So- 
Fat was almost starved. He managed, with the 
greatest difficulty to catch one or two birds a day, 
but these were only just enough to keep him alive, 
and his poor little bones soon began to look as if 
they would start through his skin. As for Mew-Mew, 
she never ate anything at all, and So-Fat could not 
for the life of him make out how it was that she was 
not dead, and was terrified to ask, lest it should put 
it into her head to want something. " And I *m sure 
I've nothing to give her,'* said So-Fat. " I Ve little 
enough for myself'* 

But poor Mew-Mew never asked for anji^hing, 
except a little milk (which she never got), and day 
after day she lay on the damp ground, with all her 
pretty coat soiled and draggled and ruffled, talking 
away to herself about the ducks and the geese, and 
actually two or three times taking So-Fat himself for 
a chicken or a pig, and setting up her back at him. 
'' She's quite wrong in her head," said So-Fat ; and 
she certainly was. 

But the longest lane has a turning, and cats, as 
everybody knows, have nine lives, so, after more than 
a week had passed, to the great surprise of So-Fat, 
who was ftdly expecting her death, Mew-Mew began 
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to get better. On the tenth day after she had been 
taken ill she sat up for an hour, and feebly expressed 
a desire for something to eat. 

" Oh, I should so like a little piece of fish ! " said 
Mew-Mew. 

" Fish 1 " exclaimed So - Fat, quite aghast ; 
" where ever do you expect to find fish here V 

" Oh, I don't know,'' answered Mew-Mew, faint- 
ly ; " but I should so like a little piece.^' 

" I only wish you'd go and get it, then," said 
So-Fat, quite excited ; " if you had said a bird, now, 
I could have gone and looked for one ; though such 
a wretched place as this for birds, and everything 
else, I never saw; but fish! — I couldn't find a bit 
of fish to save my life." 

*' There was plenty of fish at home," said Mew- 
Mew, dolefully, after a deep pause. 

" So there was ; and mice. Do you remember 
the mice in the kitchen ? " asked So-Fat, gloomily. 

" Remember them ! ah ! " said Mew-Mew ; " and 
the boiled chickens ! " 

" Yes ; and the ducks," exclaimed So -Fat 

^ I wonder what they're having for dinner to- 
day," said Mew-Mew, in a sad voice. 

" Ah, I wish I knew 1" cried So-Fat. 

" You'd fetch me some of it, — wouldn't you, dear 
So-Fat ? " aaked Mew-Mew. 
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"Fd fetch myself some of it — I know that," 
answered So-Fat ; " I don't think it woidd be good 
for you, Mew-Mew." 

"Well, perhaps it woiddn't," said Mew-Mew, 
with a deep sigh ; " but, oh, So-Fat, what are we to 
do?" 

Well, So-Fat couldn't tell what they were to do 
a bit ; he only knew that he was so hungry, and so 
cold and miserable, that he wished — and then he 
began to sob — he wished that he and Mew-Mew 
were both dead; for, as to getting any food in this 
wretched place, he believed he had eaten up already 
every bird that there was in it ; and, if Mew-Mew 
were to be fed now as weU as himself, he didn't 
know what ever was to come of it. So then they 
both sat silent, and looked dolefully in each other's 
face. 

" Fm sure I should never, never, have come away 
from home if it hadn't been for you, So-Fat," said 
Mew-Mew, at last. 

" And if it hadn't been for your good, I'm sure 
/ should never have thought of leaving," answered 
So-Fat. "It's very ungrateful of you to speak in 
that way, Mew-Mew." And So-Fat burst into 
tears. ^ 

" I'm sure I don't want to be ungrateful," re- 
turned Mew-Mew, crying too ; " but if you knew 
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how ill I am '/' and then Mew-Mew began to sob 
so, that she could say nothing more. 

^ And if you knew how hungry / am," cried So- 
Fat ; and he began to whine so dreadfully, that it 
waa quite depressing to hear Mm. 

" I wish we had never, never, come away," cried 
Mew-Mew, sobbing. 

" We might go back," said So-Fat, in a feeble 
voice. 

"We should never find our way," said Mew- 
Mew, dejectedly. 

" We could but try," said So-Fat, faintly. 

" I'm sure Fm not in a state to try anything," 
said Mew-Mew. 

" Could you eat a bird if I were to catch one ? " 
asked So-Fat, dolefuUy, after a pause. 

" I might be able to take a mouthful," answered 
Mew-Mew. 

" Well, it's a chance if I shall find one," answered 
So-Fat, and he went away with a deep sigh. 

It happened, however, to-day, that he had better 
luck than usual ; he caught a couple of birds, and, 
having taken the precaution of eating the first one 
himself, he brought the other to Mew-Mew. Mew- 
Mew was very weak, and couldn't eat much ; but 
she took the breast of the bird, and gave the wings 
and legs to So-Fat; and then, a little comforted, 
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they rolled themselves up and went to sleep for the 
night. 

But both So-Fat and Mew-Mew were as nearly 
starved as a little dog and cat ever were during the 
week that came next. Mew-Mew wasn't strong 
enough to catch birds, and the very few that So-Fat 
could get scarcely sufficed to keep life in them. 
They wandered about the country as well as Mew- 
Mew was able ; but the farthest they could go was 
never far enough to carry them back to the woods 
where the birds abounded. Day after day they 
both got weaker and weaker. Mew-Mew could 
scarcely draw her poor feeble swollen paws after 
her ; and, though So-Fat was not quite so exhausted 
as she was, yet it was as much as even he could do, 
in prowling about for food, to walk a few miles a 
day. They were of course in wretched -spirits ; for 
hours they would sit together without once opening 
their lips, except to groan ; or, if they did begin to 
speak, they were both so miserable that they were 
more likely than not to quarrel Such a wretched- 
looking pair of objects they were, too! So-Fat's 
black coat was all rusty and dusty, and almost worn 
into holes by his bones coming through ; and as for 
Mew-Mew's beautiful white fur, you would scarcely 
have believed that it ever could have been white fit 
all, so soiled and torn and ruffled it was. The poor 
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little cat used still to wash her paws and her face two 
or three times a day, but she hadn^t strength to do 
anjrthing more; and a more miserable, draggle- 
tailed, piteous little puss than she was you never 
saw, Gracie, in all your days. 

The only thing they both thought of now was 
the possibility of getting home once more. One 
evening, two or three days after Mew-Mew had be- 
gun to get on her legs again, as they sat together at 
the foot of a tree, waiting as usual for birds, they 
had fallen into a violent quarrel together — the most 
dreadful quarrel they ever had. It was all about 
leaving home, and who's fault it was. Mew-Mew, 
of course, said that all the blame lay with So-Fat ; 
and So-Fat said that Mew-Mew was to the full as 
bad — indeed rather worse — ^than he was ; and then 
Mew-Mew, in a great passion, said that So-Fat was 
telling a lie, and that he was a nasty false cowardly 
creature, and, weak though she was, upon this she 
made a spring at him, and gave him such a box on 
the ears, that he, being very weak too, quite tumbled 
down ; and then, as soon a« he got on his legs again, 
of course he flew at Mew-Mew ; and for a minute or 
two it really seemed as if they would make an end 
of one another on the spot. But they hadn't 
strength enough to do it ; and presently poor Mew- 
Mew feU back howling, and So-Fat retreated, limp- 
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ing upon three legs, and they sat down again oppo* 
site one another; and though they sulked, and 
neither of them would speak a word to the other 
for half an hour, yet at last Mew-Mew, who was 
very tender-hearted, couldn't keep silence any 
longer. So — 

"Fm sure I didn't mean to hurt you, So-Fat,^ 
said Mew-Mew. 

" Oh, don't talk to me !'' said So-Fat, who, being 
a gentleman, felt that he had his dignity to keep 
up. 

"But who else have I got to talk to? and I 
must talk to somebody ! " cried Mew-Mew. 

" I don't see that at all," answered So-Fat with 
great dignity. 

"Well, Fm sure / do," said Mew-Mew. "It 
would be a pretty thing," and Mew-Mew looked 
quite in a flutter, "if, in addition to all, I was 
obliged to hold my tongue. No, that's what 111 
never do ! I know how to be quiet as weU as most 
people — but not to talk when I like! — ^that's a 
thing I never will submit to. I shan't be in this 
w-world much longer," said poor Mew-Mew plain- 
tively, with the tears starting to her eyes. " You 
may bear with me for the little longer that I have 
to stay. Don't let it lie on your conscience when 
Fm gone that you told me not to talk to you ; " 
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and Mew-Mew was so much movied that she put 
her paws over her face and began to cry, 

" Well, you needn't go on like that," said So-Fat 
half surlily, though he was a good deal agitated too 
by this appeal. " Fjn sure you may talk if you like, 
though what good talking is to do to either of us / 
don't know. I wish we were dead," said So-Fat. 

" We soon shall be," answered Mew-Mew, scarcely 
able to speaL 

" We're not dead yet though, at any rate," re- 
turned So-Fat, rather sharply, for though he ex- 
pressed a desire to see the end of his existence, he 
was not altogether prepared to relish such a ready 
assurance of its being close at hand 

" Well, it's as bad for us as if we were," answered 
Mew-Mew hopelessly, " Oh, So-Fat, why did we 
ever, ever, run away ?" 

Now Mew-Mew had often asked that question 
before, and So-Fat had always answered, " We did it 
for the best;" but to-day, instead of answering as 
usual, So-Fat did nothing but groan and sigh. 

"We were so comfortable!" said Mew-Mew, 
weeping copiously. 

" We were 1 " answered So-Fat. 

" What did we know of hunger ?" cried Mew- 
Mew. "There was always food there: breakfast, 
dinner, supper — when did any of them fail us ?" 
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"Never I" said So-Fat, striking his forehead. 

" Birds there were the luxuries — the superfluities 
of life," said Mew-Mew mournfully, rising with the 
grandeur of her subject, "not its necessities." 

" I'm sure / had few enough of them," answered 
So-Fat, remembering that old bone of contention, 
" one way or another/' 

" Yet they were free to all,*' answered Mew-Mew. 
" Hundreds of them !— ah, hundreds and hundreds ! ^ 
cried Mew-Mew in a broken voice. 

" Tou always caught them easily,'* said So Fat 
gloomily. 

" I did,'* mildly returned Mew-Mew. 

And then there was a pause for several mo- 
ments. 

" We had warmth too,'' said Mew-Mew presently ; 
" a warm fire winter and summer in the kitchen." 

" It got too warm sometimes," said So-Fat. 

"It never got too warm for me," answered 
Mew-Mew. " There were — ^some — annoyances out- 
side the house," said Mew-Mew thoughtfully. " The 
chickens !" 

" Yes ; and the pigs," said So-Fat. 

" Ducks and geese too, — ^and cows," said Mew- 
Mew. " Yet we might have borne with them. Live 
and let live. They were not obtrusive, So-Fat.", 

" WeU, no," answered So-Fat slowly. " I can't 
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say they were. They didn't meddle with us much. 
They looked offensive/' 

" They did/' answered Mew- Mew ; " but it might 
not have been their fault. All people haven't our 
air and shape, So-Fat. They meant no harm." 

" No, I don't think they did^" returned So-Fat. 

"Oh, So-Fat!" cried Mew-Mew. 

«0h, Mew-Mew!" said So-Fat 

And then they looked at one another with the 
most piteous faces you ever saw in your life. 

" We — ^we may get home again yet," said So-Fat 
faintly. 

" K we did I should die in peace," said Mew- 
Mew, shutting her eyes. 

But the question of questions was — in what way 
did home lie ? They had rambled about in so many 
directions, — now to the right hand, now to the left, 
now to the north, now to the south,— that how to 
find the way by which they had come first they 
could no longer tell for the life of them. Not a thing 
could they do but wander on, without a sign to 
guide them, their poor little weak legs scarcely able 
to carry them. Every day as they toiled on, going 
sometimes one way, sometimes another — not knowing 
in which way to continue going — ^they found them- 
selves growing more and more hopeless : sometimes 
when the sun rose they wouldn't have the heart to 
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get up at aH but would lie still, shutting their eyes, 
and curling themselves up tight, and trying for how 
long they could forget their troubles in sleep : some- 
times — ^very often — they were so hungry that they 
couldn't sleep, but would sit and look in each other's 
face, and creep close together, in a kind of fear, not 
knowing what was going to come. 

Other troubles pursued them too. Once they 
ventured into a village, thinking to find some food 
there, and some big school-boys caught poor starved 
So-Fat, and tied a kettle to his tail, and hooted him 
through the street, and hunted him out far over the 
fields, — ^while poor Mew-Mew, with her little weak 
legs, had to run for her very life. One day they 
came to a small stream, and Mew-Mew, who had 
never before let water touch her paws, had to cross 
it upon So-Fat's back, and very nearly got drowned 
in doing it, for So-Fat lost his footing on the bank, 
and down poor Mew-Mew fell, and had to be puUed 
out of the water by her two fix)nt legs. It was the 
most terrible of all the frights that Mew-Mew had. 
Another day they were threatened by a big dog, and 
had to lie in hiding, with their hearts going pit-a-pat, 
for hours. And often they went from morning to 
night and never tasted food, or anything but a little 
drop of water by the roadsida But tired, and 
starved, and frightened, they still toiled on, " We 
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can but go on till we die, So-Fat/' said little Mew- 
Mew. So they went on, though they never knew 
the least bit in the world where they were going 
to. 

But at last one night came when poor little Mew- 
Mew laid herself down quite straight on the ground, 
and put out her four paws, and said very quietly (for 
she and So-Fat were both starved into being very 
quiet now)— 

" I can't go any further, So-Fat. You must say 
good-bye to me in the morning, and go on alone.*' 

"Oh, Mew-Mew!'' cried So-Fat, and he came to 
her side, and sat down, and took one of her paws in 
his, and they looked into one another's faces, and the 
tears came into their eyes so fast that they could 
scarcely see each other. 

" ril stay here if you must stay, Mew-Mew," said 
So-Fat " I'll stay here and die too." 

" Oh, no 1 you 're stronger than I am, dear So- 
Fat ; you may get home yet," said little Mew-Mew. 

" What good would it do me to get home if you 
were dead ? " cried poor So-Fat ; and he sobbed as if 
his heart would break. 

" You could tell them how hard we tried to come 
home together," said Mew-Mew, faintly. " I should 
like them to know how hard we tried, and how 
sorry we were." 
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"But they will never know it/' said So-Fat, 
hopelessly. ^ I shall never find them. I can't go 
wandering on alone, I shall lie down here and die." 

And then they were too weak to go on talking 
longer. Feeble little Mew-Mew only spoke once 
again. 

"Put your arm round my neck, So-Fat," said 
Mew-Mew. " I think I shall go to sleep now. Kiss 
me, dear So-Fat." And she put up her little sad 
thin face, and So-Fat kissed her, and then she shut 
her eyes, and they crept close to one another for 
warmth, and she fell asleep. 

It was a dark cold night, and poor So-Fat, who 
was so hungry that he couldn't go to sleep at all, 
lay shivering and crying, and watching Mew-Mew's 
faint, faint slow breathing all the night long. Every 
hour he thought that she would die, but the hours 
passed, one after another, and she still went on 
breathing in the same feeble way. She was still 
alive when the cold dawn came, and when the sun 
rose. 

It had been night when they had come to this 
place — quite dark, and misty; when morning came, 
what do you think that So-Fat saw ? 

He opened his hungry eyes when the birds began 
to sing, and, looking up and round him, he saw — far 
away, beyond the fields — the farm-house at home. 
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There it was, with the first sunbeams falling on it, 
deepening the red of the warm tile roof, and the 
russet of the old strong walls ; there it was, with all 
the farm buildings grouped around it — ^the very 
stacks of hay all standing in the farm-yard, as So- 
Fat remembered them — every one. 

The little dog started up, trembling all over, 
gave one great look, and then such a cry that it 
awakened Mew-Mew in an instant out of her feeble 
sleep. 

^Oh, So-Fat, what is it?'' cried Mew-Mew, 
shaking all over. 

But So-Fat could give no explanations — not a 
word would come from So-Fat save one, as he ran 
round and round Mew-Mew, like a creature going 
wild. 

" Home ! Home 1 Home ! " cried So-Fat 

Yes, it was home at last! Little Mew-Mew 
stood up on her four legs and saw it There it was 
— ^the red house in the sunlight. After all their 
wanderings and all their folly, the little cat and dog 
had got back to it at last 



»•» 



^ Oh, A. Z., is that the end V cried Gracie. 
(Gracie's voice was quite tremulous as she spoke, 
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for, to tell the truth, she had been fairly crying for 
the last five minutes.) 

** Yes, Gracie, that is the end. Haven't you had 
about enough of it V asked A. Z. 

No, it seemed Gracie had not had enough of it, 
for she wanted to know various other things. She 
wanted to know, in the first place, did little Mew- 
Mew really die ? 

" Oh no," answered A. Z. to that, " Mew-Mew 
got better. So-Fat ran as hard as ever he could 
home, and got them to open the door to him ; and 
in half an hour after that Mew-Mew was sitting 
before the kitchen fire, drinking a saucer of warm 
milk." 

" Oh, was she really ?" cried Gracie. 

" Yes; and So-Fat had got a pound of beef with- 
out any bones in it, and was the happiest dog in the 
three kingdoms." 

" Oh 1 And then— what next, A. Z. 1" 

"Well, next, I think," said A. Z., "they each of 
them had to have a bath ; and after that Mew-Mew 
was put to bed." 

" With the blankets and sheets, A. Z. ; just as 
So-Fat had been?" 

" Yes^ Grade,'' said A. Z., " with the blankets 
and sheets, in a cradle; and So-Fat used to rock her 
to sleep," 
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" And did she ever get her white coat again, 
A. Z. V asked Kitty. 

"Oh yes, Kitty,'' replied A. Z., "in course of 
time she got it whiter and furrier than ever. It 
was a good while before it became all that she could 
wish, but she washed it regularly for four hours a- 
day, and by the end of six months, there wasn't a 
cat for ten miles round who could compare with 
her/' 

" And then, A. Z.," asked Gracie, thoughtftdly, 
"when they had both got quite well again, were 
they good or bad ? " 

" They were good," replied A. Z. " They never . 
forgot the lesson they had learnt, and were as good 
a little cat and dog as ever lived, to the ends of 
their lives. They had their faults — ^but who has not, 
Gracie ? When they died at last, there wasn't a 
dry eye in the house —everybody was so fond of 
them." 

"Oh! And then that really is the end?" said 
Gracie, sorrowfully. 

" Yes, Gracie, that's the end," answered A. Z. ; 
and rose up laughing. 
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" Now, Tom, on this last day Fm going to tell a 
story to yoi^," said A. Z., after dinner next afteriioon, 
" so come here, and sit down beside me." 

Whereupon (the children having by this time 
quite got over their original alarm at A. Z.) Tom 
came with a good grace, and sat down, not by A. 
Z.'s side, indeed, but fiill in face of her, and then, 
having taten Ms place- 

" What kind of a story is it to be ?" asked Tom. 

"A grave story,'' replied A. Z. "You might 
guess that of course I shouldn't think of talking any 
nonsense to you, Tom." And A Z. looked so severe 
and solemn that it quite frightened little Gracie. 

"Now, A. Z., that's too bad!" cried Tom, and 
half began to laugh. 

"But a grave story may be very nice, Tom," 
said Frank, who had advanced near to A. Z.'s chair, 

" / think grave stories are nicest," said demure 

Peggy. 

" Oh, I'm sure / don't," cried Kitty, opening her 
eyes wide. 

" Well, if it's a nice story, I do n t mind," said 
Tom, bravely. " Only don't make it stupid, like 
that other one about the painter. What's this one 
to be about, A. Z. ?" 

"You'll hear that as soon as I begin to tell it, 
Tom," replied A. Z. " Are you quite ready ?" 
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" Wait a moment," said Tom ; and began to search 

in his pockets. " You won't object to my making 

a ship, will you, A. Z. 1" 

" Oh no," replied A- Z.; " quite the reverse." 
Whereupon Tom produced a knob of wood and 

a pocket knife, and as soon as he had opened the 

blade, A. Z. began her tale 



STORT THE FIETH AND LAST. 



THE TWIN BROTHEE& 

^HERE were once two brothers [said A Z. 
" It was not long ago — ^was it, A Z. ?" 
* asked Tom, looking up from hia work. 
" No ; quite in these times," replied A Z. 
I "My story belongs entirely to this century." 
" Oh I " returned Tom, witii satisfaction ; 
^ and A Z. went ou.] 

Two brothers. They werfe twins ; but they 
were not, as twins so oftoQ are, like one another ; 
they were not the least alike, either in body or mind. 
The elder, who was called Geoige, was a quiet, grave 
boy, too reserved and shy to be much of a general 
favourite ; but the other, whose name was Normao, 
waa one of the brightest, joyfuleat, most light- 
hearted bojB you ever knew — a boy whom every- 
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body loved, and who was willing to love every one. 
He was, indeed, as these very light-hearted boys 
often are, rather careless and thoughtless, and was 
continually falling into some scrape or other — but 
then he was so sweet-tempered and good-natured, 
and such a fine handsome little feUow, that nobody 
had the heart to be angry with him for half an hour 
together. Nobody, at least, except one. There was 
one person in the world who did not love Norman — 
and that one was his twin brother George. 

It was a long time before anybody knew that 
George did not like his brother. When they were 
quite little things they had got on very well together; 
they had lived together in their nursery, and played 
together, and learnt their ABC out of the same 
book, and were very fair Mends ; but from the time 
they were about six years old there had been a cloud 
between them. It was not Norman's fault ; he would 
have been friends with George, as he would with all 
the rest of the world, but George would not let him. 
The lad could not do a thing so as to please George ; 
the more pleasant he was in the eyes of everybody 
else, the more he only seemed to set George against 
him. Yet the elder brother was so reserved, and 
said so little, that for a long time it was not plain to 
anybody — not even to Norman himself — ^that George 
did not love him. 
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It .came «tt last to be fomid out in Hiis way. 

In the town neax which they lived there was 
held a great annual fair, to which all the young 
people for miles round used to look forward as to 
the most important event of the year. To George 
and Norman, however, its delights only came in alter- 
nate years, for they lived at some distance from the 
town, and the chaise in which they drove by their 
father's side to the scene of their blissful pleasures 
had not space enough in it to contain them both at 
once. So they used to go year about. But one year 
when it was Greorge's turn to go, on the very morning 
of the fair day, he chanced to be ailing with some 
slight cold ; on that same morning, too, some one of 
Norman's many friends had presented him with a 
gKttering new crown piece. « To spend at the fair,'' 
the giver of it said 

" Oh; but I'm afraid I'm not going to the fair ! " 
cried Norman ; and with that sped in all haste home 
to see what could be done. 

" Oh, mother dear," he cried, having got to his 
mother's presence breathless, "Mr. So-and-So has 
given me a crown ; and how am I to spend it unless 
I go to the fair ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know, my dear boy," answered 
the mother ; " unless you were to go instead of 
George. And, iadeed, I almost think it would be 
better, for poor George isn't very well to-day," 
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" Isn't he ? Oh, then, 111 go, George!" cried Nor- 
man, clapping his hands. And nobody said " No." 

" George, my dear, you shall go next time,'' said 
his mother, and began to busy herself about her 
household concerns. 

**Give Norman your half-crown, and he shall 
spend it for you. Perhaps some one wiU give you a 
five-shilling piece next fair day, my lad," said the 
father ; and turned to his newspaper. 

Without a word, George got up from where he 
was sitting, and left the room. Nobody looked at 
him or noticed him. The boy went away, and no- 
body thought of him again till the chaise was at the 
door, and Norman and his father were prepared to 
fitart. Then Norman bethought him that he had 
not got George's directions as to what he was to buy 
for hiTn, and, rushing upstairs, began to shout — 
"George, where 's your half-crown? George! I 
say — George!" — all over the house. 

But there was no answer to his call till he got 
to the door of George's little room, and, finding that, 
to his amazement, locked, began to kick the panels 
for admission. 

" I say, what ever do you lock the door for ? 
Can't you open it ?" cried Norman. 

Upon which George opened it; and next mo- 
ment a strange sound reached the ears of the mother 
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downstairs. When she hnrried up, she found Gebrge 
with his hands grasping his brother's shoulders, 
shaking him with the fierceness of a wild animal. 

" George !" she cried, in great anger, and rushed 
forward and struck the lad. 

He raised his face and looked at her; then never 
said a word, but loosed his hold, and went back into 
his room, slamming the door. 

Poor Norman stood on the landing, breathless 
and paating. 

"My dear boy! my poor, dear boy!'^ cried the 
mother, and began to caress him and speak bitterly 
of his brother's unkindness. 

" I think he was vexed about the fair, mother,*' 
said Norman ; aad went downstairs very quiet. 

In a minute more he was seated by his father's 
side, and the chaise drove away from the door. 

" I must go and punish that boy," thought the 
mother then, and she went sadly again upstairs ; but 
she paused when she reached the landing outside her 
son's room, for there was a sound of such bitter sob- 
bing coming through the door. It was not merely 
the sobbing of anger — ^there was something more in 
it than that : it was a wilder and more despairing 
kind of weeping — a bitter hopeless wail, as though 
the lad's heart were breaking. The mother stood 
still with a strange feeling coming over her for some 
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moments; then she put her hand to the door — it 
was not locked this time — and she turned the handle 
and went in. 

The boy was lying on his face upon his bed, and 
did not see her till she stood beside him. 

*' George ! ^^ she said 

She put her hand upon his arm, and he started 
up with all his face on fire. 

" George, why are you lying here, sobbing in 
this way. ? '' she said. " You can^t surely be such a 
baby as to cry like this merely because your brother 
has been taken to the fair instead of you V 

She was really sorry for her boy, and yet she 
spoke reprovingly, and almost harshly. If she had 
let him see that she was more grieved than angry — 
if she had spoken one gentle or loving word to him 
— ^he would have thrown his arms about her neck, 
and opened his heart to her; but her cold tone 
turned him to stone. She loved Norman^s little 
finger more than she loved his whole body ; it was 
the same with his father— the same with everybody. 
They were all against him. What did it matter what 
became of him ? He thought this, and rose up silent 
and sullen. 

" I^m very much displeased with you,'* the mother 
said again in a sad voice. " You have a violent, 
envious temper, George, None but a bad, cowardly 
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boy would have attacked his brother as you did 
Norman just now. I wish I knew what to do with 
you. Tou don't seem to me as if you had natural 
affection either for him, or for your father, or me.'' 
And the mother sighed. 

She might have seen the boy's lip quivering if 
she had looked at him — ^but she did not look, and he 
said nothing. 

'* You must stay in your room this evening. I 
can't have you amongst us," she said. " You force 
me to punish you, George." 

" K it was Norman you would not punish Aim," 
the boy said, bitterly. Those were the only words 
he spoke. 

" I would punish whichever of you did wrong," 
the mother answered, and then left the room. 

Nobody saw George for the rest of that day. 
He went out as soon as his mother left him, and did 
not come in again tiU night. Norman's voice was 
heanl dear anTm^y in^e dxa^-rooM a=. oa hiB 
return at last, he passed the door, and went up alone 
to his room and crept to bed. The servant who let 
him in said with a laugh, in the kitchen, that « Mas- 
ter George was sulky ; " nobody saw the bitter tears 
that wetted the lad's pillow before he went to 'sleep. 

Next day things went on again outwardly much 
as usual Gteorge, indeed, was a degree quieter even 
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than ordinary; and Norman for an hour or two 
looked shy of him. That was all that appeared; 
but the mother had a long grave talk alone with 
her husband ; and from that day it was sadly ac- 
knowledged by them both that their eldest son was 
jealous of his brother. 

"He must "be watched," the father said; and 
henceforward he vxis watched. 

But he was not a boy to be made the better by 
watching; he soon knew that he was suspected, 
and whatever bitter feelings he had had before to- 
wards Norman were only made the bitterer by dis- 
covering that. He said nothing — made no com- 
plaints, but a sharp and angry sense of injustice and 
unkindness sprang up iii him. Before his parents 
he could not dare to shew his bitterness, but he soon 
began to revenge himself for his silence in their 
presence, by making his brother suffer when they 
were alone. He was a much bigger and stronger 
boy than Norman, and out of doors, and at school, 
if not at home, he made Norman feel his mastery. 
Norman was petted at home, but away from home 
George began to tate a cruel satisfaction in making 
his tears flow. He was a good little fellow — that 
merry bright-haired Norman — ^not a coward or a 
tell-tale — a warm-hearted brave boy, who, as I said 
before, was ready to be friends with all the world ; 
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and, being good and brave like this, he did not com- 
plain as often as another might have done of 
George's misdeeds ; yet even he told of them some- 
times, and then there were punishments and hard 
words for George, not undeserved, but every one of 
which only made the lad's heart the harder, or made 
it seem the harder ; for he would never let any one 
know what he .himself suflfered, but would put on a 
dogged look of sullen indifference, on many a day 
when he could with more truth to himself have let 
both father and mother see that his heart was 
fall almost to bursting with far other things than 
bitterness and jealousy ; though there was enough, 
and far too much, at all times, of those too. 

It was a bad time for George, and I don't know 
what would have been the end of it for him, if it 
had not been for an event which happened when he 
and Norman were about fourteen- 

Amongst the boys at the school to which they 
went Norman had many friends. With George it 
was different ; he, shy and jealous-tempered, a surly, 
close sort of lad, as he was called, held aloof from 
the greater number of his schoolfellows; he was 
strong enough and steady enough to make most of 
them respect him, and some of them even a little 
fear him ; but very few amongst them loved him- 
With Norman, however, it was very different; he 
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« 

was a favourite with every one ; lie was the hero 
amongst all the young ones of the school; there 
were a dozen boys or more about him every day 
who thought that every thing that Norman did was 
good, and every word that Norman said was right. 

One Monday morning a report was whispered 
along the forms in school hours, that one of the 
boys — a foremost one amongst those who looked up 
to Norman — ^had been taken ill with scarlatina. The 
attack had begun two days before — on Saturday 
morning — and the lad, they said, was not likely to 
recover. 

He was a favourite in the school, and the boys' 
faces looked grave and eager as they talked of him ; 
but on no one, perhaps, did the news fall with such 
a shock as upon Norman. A light-hearted boy, he 
was yet aflfectionate and sensitive more than most 
lads. He never, too, had had the thought of death 
brought so near to him as this. Only three days 
ago he had walked home from school by this boy's 
side, his arm about his neck; and now he was 
dying. 

The thought of it haunted him all day. When 
school was over he shrank away from the other 
boys, and went his way home alone by George's 
side. Not that he expected sympathy from George, 
but he couldn't bear the rough careless talk of the 
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other lads to-day. Yet lie yearned for sometlimg 
more than merely silence, for when they had gone 
for a little way without speaking, side by side — 

" I wonder if he is so very ill,^' said Norman, in 
a low grave voice. 

" K you want to know, why don't you go and 
ask ? '' said George, shortly. 

" Oh, do you think I might ? '* cried Norman, 
and brightened up. 

" Why ever shouldn't you V demanded George. 

** I mean — ^you know — I mean, because they say 
that fevers are catching." Nonnan said 

^ Catching from a house door? oh, you coward !" 
cried George, and burst into a contemptuous laugh. 

"I'm not a coward!" Norman answered, with 
the colour flushing up. " I only meant that mamma 
might mind. Whatever I am, I'm not a coward ! " 
cried Norman; and without another word, started oflF 
from his brother s side. 

He went to the house where his schoolfellow 
Uved ; it was a house within grounds, and the house 
door stood open in the pleasant summer afternoon. 
One of the other children of the family saw hiTn as 
he came near, and asked him in. 

" I only came to ask how Fred was," Norman said. 

** Oh, come in, then, and 111 tell mamma," the 
child answered. 
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And then Norman went in ; he had better not 
have gone — ^he knew that — but he was stung by 
what George had said to him ; so, half in bravado, 
he went. 

. One evening, five days afterwards, he came into 
the parlour where George was sitting alone, and 
throwing himself down face foremost on the sofa, 
burst into a great fit of sobbing. 

George looked up startled firom his book. 

" What is the matter with you ? ^^ he said, after 
he had stared for a few moments. 

He had to ask the question twice before it was 
answered. At last, in a broken voice, Norman 
sobbed out — 

"He^sdead.^' 

" Who's dead ? Fred Hamlyn V* cried George. 

" Yes.^^ 

" How did you hear ? Who told you ? " George 

asked in a low voice. 

" I was there," said Norman. 

" What ! at the house ? '' 

" Yes ; I saw him. I was there when he died. 
Oh, George 1" cried Norman, and burst out into fresh 
sobbing. 

" You were in the house ? Do you mean to say 
that you have been going there and seeing him?'^ 
said George, suddenly; and he put his hand on 
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Norman's shoulder, and gave it a rough sharp 
shake. 

There was something in his voice that made the 
other cease sobbing, and look up. 

" If I have, what right have you to say anything 
to me ? *' he said. 

** What do you mean by that V 

They looked ia one another's faces ; there was 
anger, and a sort of startled fear in both of them. 

" 1 should never have gone if you hadn't called 
me a coward,'' said Norman, slowly. 

" Did / tell you to go m ? " Greorge answered 
sharply. 

But Norman shrank back, and turned his face 
again upon the pillows ; he wouldn't answer that 
question. 

*' You know I didn't ; you know I wasn't think- 
ing of your going in," said George, indignantly, and 
went back to his place ; but yet something smote 
him at the heart as he took up his book again ; he 
knew as well as if his conscience had spoken out 
loud in words, that it was his taunt that had made 
his brother go. 

He tried to read his book and forget about it, 
but he couldn't The thought of the boy that was 
lying dead came between him and the printed page. 
Why had Norman been so mad as to go in ? 
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" If he takes the fever'^ — George thought to him- 
self once ; and then he tttmed the page sharply, and^ 
with his elbows on his knees, set himself to read 
straight on. He was a brave boy enough, but he 
felt at that moment what it was to be — ^what he had 
called Norman. 

He watched his brother through the school hours 
next day. When school was over, and the boys be- 
gan outside the school door to part into little groups 
of twos and threes, he went up to him. 

" Come home,'^ he said. 

" Well, I am coming home,^' Norman answered 
peevishly, and shook off the hand that George had 
laid upon his fitrm. 

He had been irritable all day. What ailed him ? 
He had gone down in his class an hour ago, and had 
lost head more than once that afternoon in a strange 
sort of way;, George looked at him as he moved 
away home alone, and something rose into his throat 

He was so silent at all times, that it was very 
rarely noticed at home when anything more than 
usual lay at George^s heart. Nobody noticed him 
to day — not brother, or father, or mother. He 
thought once of telling his mother what he knew ; 
but he had for so long left off telling his mother 
anything, that he couldn't do it now. 

Once in the course of the evening, having been 
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out of the room where the rest were sitting for half 
an hour, when he came back he foimd Norman in 
the act of laying his head down on the table by 
which he sat 

" "What ails you, my dear ? " his mother asked, 
seeing him do that. 

"I don't know — my head aches," the boy an- 
swered languidly. 

'"You have got cold, perhaps : I think you have 
looked heavy all the afternoon,'' his mother said. 
" It would be better to go to bed, my dear." 

" Oh, I don't care : 111 go presently," Norman 
answered slowly, and renwined sitting with his head 
bent down. 

In about half-an-hour they roused him and 
made him go. He said something irritably when 
he rose up — ^that he wished they would leave him 
alone, or something like that ; and then went away. 

The boys had separate rooms. A couple of 
hours later in the evening, when George went up to 
bed, he stole softly to Norman's door, and stood 
there and listened. He would have gone in, only 
he was ashamed. There was no soimd. Norman 
must be sleeping, he thought ; and he said to him- 
self — ^ He wiU be all right by morning ;" and tried 
to shake off his fear, and went back to his own 
bed. 
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But when morning came all the house knew 
that Nonnan was ill. 

That day George went to school again as usual. 
He said nothing to any one. His brother wasn't 
well, he answered shortly when he was questioned. 
To those who asked what ailed him, he replied 
irritably that he didn't know, and would say nothing 
more. No one noticed anything more than common 
in the boy's look : he was too much in the habit of 
being reserved, and what the other lads called sulky, 
to attract much attention to himself to-day. He 
sat with his book before him, his elbows leaning on 
his desk, and his head between his hands : he often 
sat so to learn his lessons. 

He went home alone: that was common with 
him too. As he came into the house, he asked in a 
sullen kind of way — 

*' How's Norman ?" 

"He's very bad. Master George," the servant 
answered. " Its scarlatina." 

"How do you know that?" George asked 
roughly. 

"The doctor says so," she answered. 

He had aaro J down hi. cap and his b« of 
books, and without another word he went past her. 
The dining-room was empty : he went in there, and 
stood for a long time at one of the open windows. 
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Half an hour afterwards, when his mother came into 
the room, she foimd him still there — standing at th§ 
window — doing nothing. 

" Have you come home, George ? I did n't hear 
you/' she said. 

He turned round and muttered something ; then 
went up to the table and began to search for a book 
She stood looking at him for a moment or two, and 
then said sadly — 

'* Have you nothing to ask about your brpther ? 
He is very iU, George." 

" Yes ; I know,'' the boy said huskily, and made 
no other reply. 

''He was asking for you just now; but Dr. 
Hakin says we mustn't let you go into his room," 
she said. "Have you nothing to say to him, 
George ? — no message for him ?" 

He hesitated uneasily for a moment or two, then 
muttered — ^"You can say I'm sorry;" and, turning 
away, took his book to the window and sat down. 

The mother said nothing more ; and George was 
left to sit and read through the long summer after- 
noon. 

« 

There was a watch kept up all that night in Nor- 
man's room, for he got fast worse and worse. When 
morning came, in the passage outside his room, as 
she opened the door early and came out, the mother 
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found her eldest boy standing. He had been wait-' 
ing there for her coming for half an hour, and yet 
his cold voice chilled her when he went up to her 
and asked how Norman was. She said quickly — 
"He is worse — much worse ;^' and passed him and 
went down stairs. 

George stayed at home that day ; nobody told 
him either to go or stay, but he remained. He sat 
alone in his own little room, catching the sounds 
that went on in the house, hearing the long hours 
strike oi^e by one on the clock outside. Nobody 
came near the boy all day. He went down stairs 
at meal times, and in the evening he and his father 
sat alone together. 

Late in the evening a sudden message came from 
the sick-room that Dr. Hakin must be sent for, for 
Norman was worse. The poor father started up, 
and said he would go for him. " Might / not go V 
George asked ; but his father only shook his head. 
An hour after that, when the physician's visit had 
been made, as he drove away from the house, all 
within it knew that their bright-hearted, joyous, 
loving Norman had entered the Valley of the Sha- 
dow of Death. 

George knew it as he shut the door upon him- 
self in his little room. Nobody had spoken to him 
since the tidings had been given : he had heard 
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them, as he heard most things, in snence, and no one 
thought of him or gave any sympathy to him as he 
went his way alone. 

Yet they might well have pitied the boy if they 
had known all. They would have pitied him, if 
they could have seen him as he sat down and laid 
his face upqn his table, and burst into a bitter agony 
of sobbing. For all these years he had been unkind 
to Norman-^and now Norman was dying. It seemed 
to him as if the whole world held nothing in it for 
him but that one thought 

It burnt itself into the boy^s heart all the' night 
long. When morning came, and Norman was no 
better, full of a passionate longing to do some- 
thing — anythiQg — he didn't care what — to shew his 
sorrow and repentance, he went to his father and 
mother, and told them (for he knew they did not 
know it yet) how Norman had caught the fever. 
The blame of what had been done was Norman's at 
least as much as George's, but George, as you might 
guess he would do from the mood in which he was 
now, took it almost all on his own shoulders. " He 
wouldn't have goue if it hadn't been for me : it was 
my fault," he said. 

In a broken voice, when he had finished speaking, 
his mother said — " God forgive you, George ! " 

He looked into her face, and uttered a kind of 
cry of— "Mother!" 
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But she was too miserable to pay any heed to 
him ; she turned away and left him : she had no 
heart in that hour for anything but her dying boy. 

" It will be a lesson to you, George, for the rest 
of your life/^ his father said sternly. 

The boy heard him, but he turned away and 
spoke no more. That one cry was the only appeal 
he made for pity or forgiveness. 

He thought to himself, as, with his heart quiver- 
ing, he went away — would Norman turn from him 
too? He had been forbidden to go to Norman's 
room, but he was in no state of mind now to care 
about that : he felt as though, come what might, he 
must see his brother. The thought that Norman 
might die and never speak to hirn again, swallowed 
up every other thought. 

He went to his own room — his own little sanc- 
tuary, whose four walls had long been the only wit- 
nesses of aU the bitterness and all the tenderness of 
the lad's heart — and waited there till he could go, 
imseen by any one, into his brother's room. 

The opportunity did not come for a long time. 
When it came at last and he stole in, Norman was 
lying very still, with his eyes shut. He might have 
been asleep, for they did not open till George was 
close beside him, and then they opened with a start. 

" Oh, George !" he said. 
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What followed neither of them could ever after- 
wards repeat They only knew thai some words 
were spoken, — which ended in George's part in a 
great broken sob. And that then their arms met 
about each other's necks, in an embr&ce in which all 
the old jealousy was forgotten and buried — all the 
old unkindness forgiven for ever. 

I don't know whether this reconciliation had 
anything to do with Norman's recovery. In after 
years the two lads liked to think that it had, and 
Norman always stoutly said that he began to get 
better from that very hour : but we always know 
that imagination has a good deal to do with beliefs 
of this sort. Yet I think that it might perhaps at 
least have lent a helping hand : and this at any rate 
is true, that within twenty-four hours after their 
meeting the lad was certainly better ; before another 
day was over he was pronounced out of danger ; and 
long before the summer came to an end, he was 
trudging again each morning to school, as Strong and 
happy as ever, by George's side. 

Or, I ought rather to say, happier than ever. 
For the joyous, bright-natured boy had always found 
his brother's coldness and unkindness a hard thing 
to bear, and it made his whole life gladder now to 
know that he had found a place at last in George's 
heart. It had been a heart hard to win ; but, once 
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•won, he held it ever after, through many a trial and 
many a strait, till it gave, the last beat that it ever 
gave in this world. 

You have heard how George was jealous of his 
brother, Tom [said A. Z.] ; you shall hear something 
now of how he loved him. 

He had as large a heart as ever was given to one 
of Grod's children; the great fault and mistake of his 
childhood had been that he had not known what use 
to make of it Instead of loving those about him 
freely, he sat and brooded over the amount of love 
that was given to himself, until he learnt to think of 
nothing but himself, and to fancy that every kind word 
given to his sunny-natured brother was something 
taken away from what belonged to him. That's the 
way people grow morbid, Tom. So that it presently 
came to this, that the more he loved, and the more 
he hungered for love to be given to him, the more he 
suflFered — and the less loveable he grew. 

But he never fell back into this morbid state 
after Norman's illness. That opened his eyes ; and 
from the hour when he. first let himself love Norman, 
and knew that Norman loved him, all the world 
wore a new colour to him. He had plenty to put 
up with — aplenty to bear — plenty of evil thoughts 
and feelings to crush down in himself after that 
-—for Norman was loved more than he was to 
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his life's end, and many a heart that George would 
have given his right hand to win was given to 
Norman imasked and uncared for; but the thick 
darkness that was driven out once was never suiBTered 
to come back again. He went bravely on his way, 
which was a hard way sometimes, but a noble one, 
and growing always nobler to the end of his life. 

The two lads went out to India when they were 
eighteen. Norman had always wanted to be a sol- 
dier. I don't know that George's taste for the army 
was very strong, but his love for his brother was 
stronger in him now than any other feeling, so he 
went the way that Norman went. Their father was 
fortunate enough to get cadetships for them both ; 
they went to Addiscombe together, passed their 
examinations together, with pretty nearly equal 
credit, and went out in the same ship. 

It was a sad day for the poor mother at home 
when they parted from her. Long before this George 
had learnt to look the fact, that his mother loved 
his brother better than she loved him, bravely in the 
face. He neither resented that love of her's now, 
nor wondered at it ; in his eyes, too, Norman had 
for years been first — ^fitted to be given all love, and 
worthy of it. 

When they were going away she said — 

" George, I give him into your hands. Take 
care of him, as you would of your own life,'' 
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And George answered — "I will; so may God 
help me." 

He never spoke to his mother on earth again, 
but to the end of his Hfe he kept that promise. 

And Norman had need that he should keep it 
For, with all his sunniness of nature, and with aU 
his genuine wishes and even strivings to do right, 
he was one of those who often wandered off the broad 
highway into little side-paths on the right hand and 
on the left ; and, in the very joyousness and careless- 
ness of his heart, was throughout his life constantly 
half yielding to one or other of the many temp- 
tations that surround a soldier's life. Everybody 
liked him, and he was ready to be hand in glove 
with every one — good and bad alike — who had a 
hearty welcome or a pleasant word to give him ; and 
fell into small scrapes innumerable in consequence, 
which would have been great scrapes, many a time, 
if it hadn^t been for George. But George stood at 
his side like his good angel, watching him, and 
guiding him, and upholding him,-aad loving him, 
through thick and thin, with as devoted a love as 
ever brother had for brother. 

And reaping his reward too ; for, though Norman 
opened his heart to every one, its highest place of 
all was for George alone. There was something in 
his love for him that was greater even than that 
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for wife or child. He married, eight or mne yeaxs 
after they went out to India, a pretty little officer's 
daughter, and the marriage was a very .right and a 
very happy one ; but it was not his wife who did 
most to keep Norman's life straight ; there was 
another voice that he listened to when her's would 
sometimes have been heard in vain. 

George never married. When the lads first went 
out they lived together; when Norman brought his 
wife home, George set up house-keeping on his own 
account ; but years afterwards they came together, 
and lived under one roof ag9.in. It was the happiest 
arrangement for them both. 

After a good many years had passed, they began 
to talk of taking their furlough and going home. 
How glad, they said, the dear old mother would be ! 
But, though they spoke of it often, yet year after 
year passed, and they never went Norman sent 
home his children one by one to the old couple as 
they grew too old for the Indian climate, but he 
himself and George never returned. There was 
always some obstacle or difficulty in the way — now 
one thing now another — and they always said, " We 
will tiy and go next year." And then at last, before 
they had ever gone, the old mother died. . 

The brothers sat together for many an hour on 
the evening of the day on which they heard the 
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news of her death. It was too late then to wish that 
they had broken through everything and gone home. 

They should never see her again now ; but the 
old father was still alive, and they began to plan 
how they would go before it was again too late, and 
see him, They arranged everything for their depar- 
ture in the spring, and when the spring came they 
went. They took the long sea passage by the Cape 
— a happy little party of four — George, and Norman, 
and his wife, and their youngest child. 

Three of them reached their journey's end in 
safety, but the fourth never set his eyes on the old 
English land again. When they were about half 
way home, a fever broke out on board, and began to 
commit great ravages amongst the men. Presently, 
the surgeon also caught it and died. There was 
great panic and distress on board, the passengers in 
terror of infection, the captain dreading that he 
might not preserve hands enough to work the ship 
home. And now the doctor was dead ! Who was 
to attend to the sick, or try to prevent the fever 
spreading ? 

One of the passengers, an Indian ofl&cer, went to 
the captain, and said to him that he had studied 
medicine a little, and would, if he chose, do his best 
to supply the surgeon's place ; and then he went 
and took up his post below. He laboured there 
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day and night. Some more of the men died ; some 
got over their sickness and recovered; when they 
were within a week of their journey's end, the fever 
was ahnost stayed. 

But one was struck with it now who would never 
raise his head more ; the brave heart that had lent 
courage to all the rest was laid low. They brought 
him up from his close berth and laid him on the 
deck. He had asked if they were near England, and 
his dying eyes strained across the sea in yearning 
for the sight of her white cliflFs. But they were too 
far away — ^he never saw them. 

A little group of loving faces sat round him, and 
he died with Norman's hand in his. 

"I have been very happy. Thank God!" he 
said with his last breath. And then the brave heart 
stopped its beating. 

"You have been the noblest brother and the 
truest friend that ever man had!" poor weeping 
Norman said over the quiet face. 

That is all my story, Tom [said A Z.] It ends 
here with George's death. Of my two brothers, 
Norman, you see, had the most happiness in this 
world ; but perhaps the crown that is yet to come 
may be for George. 
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It was rather a grave story for A. Z.'s fast — ^too 
grave by far for Grace and Kitty, who had little 
notion of anything in stories but fun and laughter. 
Life and the tMnJ of life were not serious n>!tters 
by any means to Grace and Kitty. But the other 
children rather liked this last tale of A. Z/s There 
were tears in Frank's bright eyes when she had 
finished telling it, and something in it kept the 
tongues of all of them quiet for a few moments after 
she had finished speaking. 

Tom was the first to say anything. The story 
had been Ids story, and of course he felt that some 
criticism on it was called for especially from him. 
So— 

" That George was a fine fellow,'^ said Tom. 
" And it's a true story, isn't it, A Z. ?" asked 
clear-eyed Frank 

" Some of it is quite true, Frankie," A. Z. answered. 
" And all of it, I think, Aos heen true — many a time 
— ^though I have chosen my own way of putting it, 
you know, as story-teUers do.'- 

" If Dick and I ever go to India and be soldiers," 
said Tom, thoughtfully, " I wonder if we shall be at 
all like Norman and George." 

"Which of us do you mean to be Norman?" 
inquired Dick at that, pretty sharply. Dick had a 
notion that Tom meant Norman for him. 
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" Oh, / don't know," replied Tom, rather startled. 
" I'm sure Fm not much like Norman, any way." 

" Do you mean to say that / am then V demanded 
Dick, blazing up. It was clear they had taken it 
into their heads that George, not Norman, was the 
hero of A. Z.'s story. 

Seeing this, A. Z. laughed, and put a speedy 
stop to the rising heat 

^'You're not a bit like Norman, either one of 
you," she said. " And as for being like George, in 
what was wrong in him I don't suppose you want 
to resemble him much ; in what was good and right 
you may both take him for an example if you like. 
And I don't see why either of you — or all three of 
you, boys, Frank included — ^may not be as good and 
as heroic as he was. He was neither very clever, nor 
very wise ; he was nothing but a brave true-hearted 
English lad (such as all of you might well be), who 
tried hard and lovingly to do his duty, and who did 
it straight on, thinking very little of himself by the 
way, till God took him home. 

" And now children," said A. Z., rising up, " our 
last story is ended ; away with you and play." 

She gathered her work together into her box as 
she spoke; but the chUdren lingered for a moment 
or two about her chair. 

" I'm sorry it's your last day, A. Z.," said blunt 
Tom. 



PLAYROOM STORIES. 191 

And then it appeared that in their diflferent ways 
they were all sorry, more or less, for they were good 
children enough, and A, Z. had done her best to be 
kind to them. 

But their regrets did not take long to say, and 
in a nunute their voices were all ringing loudly and 
merrily out on the lawn. 

And A. Z. went up stairs and packed her trunks. 



THE END. 
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14«. Turkey moroeco antique. 

Shakespeare's Household Words; 

With a Photographic Portrait taken from the Monument at Stratford- 

on-Avon. Price 9s. cloth el^^ant; I4s. morocco antique. 

** An esqnidte little gem, fit to be the Chriatmas offering to Titania or Queen Mab.**— 
The Critic. 

The Wisdom of Solomon ; 

From the Book of Proverbs. With a Photographic Frontispiece, 
representing the Queen of Sheba's visit to ^lomon. Small 4to, 
price lis. cloth elegant; 18^. calf; 21s. morocco antique. 

The Bridal Souvenir; 

Containing the Choicest Thoughts of the Best Authors, in Prose and 
Verse. New Edition, with a Portrait of the Princess Eoyal. Ele- 
gantly bound in white and gold, price 21«. 

"A splendid q>ecimen of decorative act, and well suited for a bridal gift."— Xtferaiy 
Gaxette. 

The Birth-Day Souvenir; 

A Book of Thoughts on Life and Immortality, from Eminent Writers 
Small 4 to. price 128. 6d. illuminated cloth; I8s. morocco antique. 

Light for the Path of Life ; 

From the Holy Scriptures. New and LnproYed Edition. Small 
4to, price I2s. cloth elegant; lbs. calf gilt edges; 18^. morocco 
antique. 

NEW BOOK OF EMBLEMS. 

Square 8yo. price 2\s. cloth elegant; 27^., calf extra, 3U. 6e?., morocco 
antique; beautifully printed by Whittingham, in Old English type, 
with the initial letters and borders in red. 

Spiritual (Eonuit^ ; 

Extracted from the Writings of the Fathers, the old English Poets, 
etc , with One Hundred entirely New Designs, forming Symbolical 
niastrations to the passages, by W. Harrt Kogers. 
•* A booK of deep thought and heautifal, yet quaint, artistic -work."— Art Journal, 



NEW WORKS PtTETLfSHED BY GRfFFPTH AMD FARRAN. 



NEW AND POPULAR WORKS. 



I 



Memorable Battles in English History. 

Where Fought, why Fought, and their Kesults. With Lives of the 
Commanders. By W. H. Davenport Adams, author of ** Neptune's 
Heroes; or, the Sea-kings of England." Frontispiece hy Bobebt 
DuDLET. Post 8vo. price 78. 6d, extra cloth. 

Our Soldiers; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant Deeds [of the British 
Army during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. IL G. 
Kingston. With Frontispiece from a Painting in the .Victoria Cross 
Gallery. Fcp. 8to. price 3«. cloth; 3«. Qd, gilt edges. 

Our Sailors; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Navy during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8to. price 3^. cloth; 
3s, 6d, gilt edges. 

A Hand-Book of the History of the United States. 

Including the Colonial Period; War of Independence; Constitution 
of the States; Slavery and other Causes leading to the present War.. 
By Hugo Keid, late Principal of Dalhousie College, Halifax, Nova 
Scotia. Fcap. Svo. price 2s, 6d. cloth. 

My Grandmother's Budget 

of Stories and Verses. By Frances Freeling Bboberip, author of 
" Tiny Tadpole," etc. Illustrated hy her brother, Thomas Hood. 
Price 38, 6(/. cloth; 4«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. 

Written and Illustrated by Thomas Hood. Quarto, price 2«. 6d. 
coloured plates. 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine, 

By M. Betham Edwards, author of ** Holidays among the Moun- 
tains," etc. With niustrations by F. W. Ketl. Super Boyal 16mo. 
price 3s, 6d, cloth; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Nursery Fun ; 

Or, the Little Folks' Picture Book. The Illustrations by C. H. 
Bennett. Quarto, price 2s, 6d, coloured plates. 

Play-Room Stories; 

Or, How to make Peace. By Georgiana M. Craik. With Illus- 
trations by C. Green. Super Royal 16mo. price 38, 6d, cloth; 48, 6d, 
coloured, gilt edges. 



NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Fickle Flora, 

and her Sea Side Friends. Bj Ehjca Dayenfost, author of *< Live 
Toys,*' etc. With Illustrations by J. Absolon. Super Royal 1 6mo. 
price 3s, 6<f. cloth; 4s. 6d coloured, gilt edges. 

The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Ladt Thomas. With lUas- 
trations by H. Wbib. Imperial 16mo, price 2/. 6^ cloth; 3s. 6d, 
coloured, gilt edges. 

DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ALFRED TENNYSON. 

The Storjr of King Arthur, 

and his Knights of the Bonnd Table. With Six Beautiful Illustra- 
tions, by G. H. Thobias. Post Svo. price 7s. cloth; 98. coloured, 
gilt edges. 

"Beartily glad are we to welcome the glorious old tale in its present tini^o.**— Gentle- 
man*» Magazine, 

NEW WORK BY ELWES. 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy's Struggles in the Great World. By Alfred Elwes, 
Author of " Ralph Seabrooke," " Paul Blake." etc. With Illustrations 
by H. Anelat. Pcap. Svo. price 5«. cloth; 5«. ^d. gilt edges. 

** Mr. Elwes sustains his reputation. The moral tone is excellent, and boys will dcriye 
from it both pleasure and ^xofit "—Athenaum, 



Ralph Seabrooke; 



Or, The Adventures of a Young Artist in Piedmout and Tuscany. 
By Alfred Elwes, Illustrated by Dudley. Pcap. Svo.j price 5s. 
cloth; 68. 6d. gilt edges. 

Frank and Andrea; 

Or Forest Life in the Island [of Sardinia. By Alfred Elwes. Illus- 
trated by Dddlet. Fcap. Svo. Price 58, cloth; 5*. 6d. gilt edges. 
** The descriptions of Sardinian life andjscenery are admirable."— ^/%e»«um. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica and Monte 
Cristo. By Ai.fred Elwes, Illustrated by H. Anelat. Fcap. Svo, 
price 5s, cloth ; 5s, 6d, cloth, gilt edges. 

'* This spirited and engaging story will lead our young friends to a very intimato 
acquaintance with the island of Corsica."— ^r< Journal, 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



THOMAS HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

Tiny Tadpole; 

And other Tales. Bj Frances Fbeelinq Bbodsrip, daughter of the 
late Thomas Hood. With Illustrations by her Brother. Snper- 
Boyal l6mo. price 3s. Qd, cloth; 4s» 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** A remarkable book, by the brother and sister of a fiiinily in which genius and fun are 
inherited."— <8a<urday Review. 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. 

By Frances Frbblinq Broderip. Illustrated by her Brother. 
Super Boyal 16mo. price 2s. 6<f. cloth; 38. 6<f. coloured, gilt edges. 

** The Fables contain the happiest mingling of fim, fancy, humoor, and instruction."— 
Art Journal. 



CAPTAIN MARRY AT'S DAUGHTER. 



Harry at School ; 



By £milia Marrtat. With Illustrations by Absolox. 
Boyal 16mo. price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" Beally good, and fitted to delight little 'boya."^Sp€ciatin', 



Super 



Long Evenings; 

Or, Stories for My Little Friends, by Emilia Marryat. Illustrated by 
Absolon, price 26. 6^. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF "TRIUMPHS OF STEAM.** 

Meadow Lea; 

Or, the Gipsy Children; a Story founded on fact. By the Author of 
" The Triumphs of Steam," ♦* Our Eastern Empire." etc. With Illustra- 
tions by John Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo. price 4s. 6d. cloth; 58. gilt edges. 



Live Toys; 



Or, Anecdotes of our Four-legged and other Pets. By Emma Daven- 
port. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Super Boyal 16mo. 
price 28. 6d. cloth; 3^. ed. coloured, gilt edges. 
** One of the best kind of books for yonthful re&diag."—0itardian. 



NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Distant Homes ; 

Or, the Graham Familj in New Zealand. Bj Mrs. J. E. Atlmeb. 
With ninstratioiu by J. Jacksov. Super Boyal 16mo. price Ss. 6 J. 
cloth; 4s, ^d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" Englisli chfldren will be delighted with the hbtory of the Graham Fsmay, and be 
enabled to form pleasant and trathftU conceptiona of the ' Distant Homes' inhabited bjr 
their kindred."— ^Memsum. . 



Neptune's Heroes : or The Sea Kings of England; 

from Hawkins to Franklin. Bj W. H. Dayenpobt Adams. lUustrated 
by MoRQAK. Fcap. 8yo; price 5^. cloth; 5g, 6<f. gilt edges. 

"We tnxst Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
children the noble lives of her greatest men." — Athenaum. 



Lost in Ceylon ; 



The Story of a Boy and GirPs Adventures in the Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. By William Daltok. Illustrated by 
Weib. Fcap. Svo. price 5s. cloth j 5^. 6d, gilt edges. 



The "White Elephant; 



** 



Or the Hunters of Ara, and the King of the Golden Foot. By 
W. Dalton. IlluBtrated by Weib. Fcap. 8to. price 5«. cloth; 
58, 6d, gUt edges. 

Full of dash, nerve and spirit, and withal freshne8S.*'~^2i*forafy Gazette. 



The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 
and his Lad Chow. By William Dalton, Illustrated by H. S. 
Melville. Fcap. Svo, price 5«. cloth; 58,6d, cloth, gilt edges. 

"' A tale of lively adventure, vigorously told, and embodykig much curious information." 
lUwtrated Newt, 

Holidays Among the Mountains ; 

Or, Scenes and Stories of Wales. By H. Bbtham Edwabds. HIub- 
trated by F. J. Skill. Super royal 16mo.; price 3s, 6<l. cloth{ 4$. 6<f, 
coloured, gilt edges. 
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PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AN FARRAN 



E. LANDELLSv 

The Illustrated Paper Model Maker; 

Containing Twelre Pictorial Subjects, with Descriptiye Letter-press 
and Diagrams for the construction of the Models. By E. Landblls. 
Price 28, in a neat Envelope. 

** A most excellent mod« of oduoatiag both eye uid hand in the knowledge of fonn.*'-- • 
EnglM ChunAtnan, 



The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 



And Book of Recreation. By E. Lanbells, Author of '*Home 
Pastime,*' etc., assisted by his daughter, Alicb Landblls. Second 
edition. With 200 Illustrations. Bojal 16mo. price 2s, ^d, cloik, 

** A pecCeot magazine of infonnation."— /fftMlrafed Nem qf ffte World, 



The Boy's own Toy Maker. 



A Practical Illustrated Guide to the usefnl employment of Leisure 
Hours. By E. Landblls. With Two Hundred Cuts. Fourth Edi" 
tion. Boyal 16mo, price 28, 6<f., cloth. 

" A new and valuable form of endless Bmuaement "—Nonconformist 

** We recommend it to all who haye children to be instructed and amused."— £eojioM»il. 

Home Pastime; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical Instructions. By 
E. Landells. New and Cheaper Edition, price 8«. 6d, complete, with 

the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

• 

*«* By this novel and ingenious ''Pastime," Twelve beautiful Models can 
be made by Children from the Cards, by attending to the Plain and Simple 
Instructions in the Book. 

'* As a delightful exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of passing a winter's 
evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Maker."— Ilhu6raied Newt. 

*' Should be in every house blessed with the presence of children.**— TTbe Field. 



The Triumphs of Steam; 



Or, Stories from the Lives of Watt, Arkwright, and Stephenson. With 
Illustrations by J. Gilbebt. Dedicated by permission to Bobert 
Stephenson, Esq., M.P. Second edition. Boyal 16mo, price Ss, 6d, 
cloth; 48, 6dl, coloured, gilt edges. 

" A most delicious Tolnme of exMmslw,"—Art Journal, 



Our Eastern Empire ; 



Or, Stories from the History of British India.' Second Edition, with 
Continuation to the Proclamation of Queen Victoria. With Four 
Illustrations. Royal 16mo. cloth 3«. 6d; As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** These stories are charming, and convey a general yfew of the progress of onr Empire in 
the Eaet The tales are told with admirable clearness."— ^Metueum. 



The Martyr Land ; 

Or, Tales of the Yaudois. Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. Koyal 16mo; 
price 3s, 6<L cloth. 

"While practical lessons nm throughout, they are never obtmded; the whole tone is 
refined without affectation, religious and cheerful."— JTt^/uA Churchman. 



Might not Eight ; 



Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Blus- 

trated by J. Gilbert. Royal 16mo. price 3s. Qd, cloth; 4«. 6d. 

coloured, gilt edges. 

'* With the fbrtanes of Columbus, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of these stories, the 
writer has succeeded in producing a yeiy interesting \oLvaDe,"'—IUtutrated News. 



Tuppy; 

Or the Autobiography of a Donkey. By the Author of " The Triumphs 

of Steam," etc., etc. Illustrated by Habrison Weib. Super Royal 

16mo. price 2s. 6d. cloth; Ss. 6d. coloured, -gilt edges. 

** A very intelligent donkey, worthyof the distinction conferred upon him by the artist." 
— if rt JounuU. 

Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. A Series of Eighteen Original 
Designs. By Henbt Bubsill. 4to price 2s plain ; 2s, 6d. coloured. 

A Second Series of Hand Shadows; 

With Eighteen New Subjects. By H. Bubsill. Price 2s, plain; 
2s.[6d. coloured. 



(( 



Unooqmnonly clever— some wonderful effects are.produced."— 7%tf Preu, 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



Fairy Land; 



THE LATE THOMAS HOOD, ETC. 



Or, Becreation for the Bising Generation, in Prose and Verse. By 
Thomas and Jane Hood Illustrated by T. Hood, Jnn. Saper 
royal 16mo; price 3«. 6r/. cloth; 4«. 6d, coloured gilt edges. 

The Headlong Career and Woful Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son.. Third 
Edition. Post 4to, fancy boards, price 2^. 6e?., coloured. 

*' The Illustrations are intensely humourous."— 7^ Criiie, 



The History of a Quartern Loaf. 

in Bhymes and Pictures. By William Newman« 12 Illustrations. 
Price 6d, plain, Is. coloured. 2s. Qd, on linen, and bound in cloth. 

Uniform in size and price, 

The History of a Cup of Tea. 

The History of a Scuttle of Coals. 
The History of a Lump of Sugar. 



A Woman's Secret; 

Or How to Make Home Happy. 23rd Thousand. 18mo. price 6d, 
By the same Author, uniform in size and price, 

Woman's Work ; or, How she can Help the Sick. 

13th Thousand. 

A Chapter of Accidents ; 

Or, the Mother*8 Assistant in cases of Bums, Scalds, Cuts, &c. 

Pay To-day, Trust To-morrow; 

A Story illustratiye of the Evils of the Tally System. 4th Thousand. 

Nursery Work; 

Or Hannah Baker's First Place. 4th Thousand. 

Family Prayers for Cottage Homes ; 

With a Few Words on Prayer, and Select Scripture Passages. Fcap. 

8yo. price 4d. limp cloth. 

*«* These little works are admirably adapted for cilciilation among the working 
classes. 



10 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

A Book for Youth. By J. C. Bsodgh. With 16 Beaatifnl Blastra- 
tions by C. H. Bbnnbtt. Fcap. 6to, price St., doth ; 5«. 6(2. gilt edges. 

Ck>in:BNT8: 1. The Age of Monsters. — 2. The Amber Spirit. — 
8. TTie Four Elements.— 4. The Life of an Atom. — 6. A Little Bit. — 
6. Modem Alchemy. — 7. The Magic of the Sunbeam. — 8. Tvo Eyes 
Better than One.— 9. The Mermaid's Home. — 10. Animated Flowers. — 
11. Metamorphoses.— 12. The InvisibleWorld.— 13. Wonderful Plants. 
14. Water Bewitched. — 15. Pluto's Eingdom.-*16. Moving Lands. — 
17. The Gnomes.— 18. A Flight through Space.— 19. The Tale of a 
Comet. — ^20. The Wonderful Lamp. 

" Science, perfaws, was never made more attractiye and easy of entrance into the 
jroutliftil jaina.**—TAe Builder, 

" AltMether tlie volume is one of the meet original, as well as one of the most oMltal, 
books ofuie season." — GenUeman*i Magazine, 

The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 

A Tale of Wonder. Written and Illustrated by C. H. Brnnbtt. 

Twenty-four Engrayings. Imperial 16mo. price 2s. cloth; 28. 6<L 

coloured. 
** Rich in the quaint homour and fancy tliat a man of genius knows how to spare for the 
enliyenment of children.**— £«iiRtn«r. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By Leonora 
G. Bell. Frontispiece by J. Absolon. Feap. Svo, price 2s. Qd, doth. 
" A Tery suitable gift for a thoughtfU girL"— JB'tf£r# Messenger, 

Blind Man's Holiday ; 

Or Short Tales for the Nursery. By the Author of ** Mia and Charlie,*' 
••Sidney Grey," etc. Illustrated by John Absolon. Super Royal 
16mo. price 3«. 6d, cloth; 4«. Qd. coloured, gilt edges. 
*' Very true to nature and admirable in feeling."— CrtiardSiam. 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 

From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, 

price 2«., plain; 28, 6d., coloured, fancy boards. 

" Truer, heartier, more playful, or more enjoyable sketches of animal life oonld 
scarcely be found anywhere.^'— S^pecio/iffr. 

Caw, Caw; 

Or, the Chronicles of the Crows. Illustrated by J. B. 4to, price 
98, plain; 2s. 6d» coloured. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow ; 

With other Tales for Wintry Kights and Rainy Days. Illustrated by 

£L Weir. 28. 6d, cloth; 3s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

(« The dedicatil<m of these pretty tales, prove by whom they are written ; they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and graceftd method of amudng while instructing, which 
only persons of genius possess."— ^rf JourtuU. 



PUBLISHED BY CRIFFITH AND FARRAN* 
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W. H. C. KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

With Ulasfrations. Fcap. 8vo. price 5«. eacb^ cloth( 54. 6(/. gilt edges. 

True. Blue; 

Or, the Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of the Old School^ 

" There is about all Mr. Kingston's tales a spirit of hopefalness,!| honesty, and cheery 
good principle, which makes them most wholesome, as well}asmost interesting reading." — 
Era. 

Will Weatherhelin ; 

Or, the Tarn of an Old Sailor abont his Early Life and Adventures. 

** We tried the story on an audience of boys, who one and all declared it to be capital." 
—Athenaum, 

Fred Markham in Russia ; 

Or, the Boy Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

" Most admirably does this book unite a capital narrative, with the cOmmunicatloa of 
vahiable information respecting 'RuatixL,**—NonconJbrmwt. 

Salt Water ; 

Or Keil D*Arcy's Sea Life and Adventures. With Eight Blustratioiis. 

"With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adTentare."-^//tw<ra/«[| News,, 

Manco, the Peruvian Chief; 

With Illustrations by Cabl Sohmot.ze. 

*' A capital book ; the story being one of much interest, and presenting a good account 
of the history and institutions, the customs and manners, of the country.**— Xtterary Ocuette* 

Mark Seaworth; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. By the Author of " Peter the Whaler," 

etc. With Illustrations by J. Absolok. Second Edition. 

'*No more interesting, nor more safe book, can be put into the hands of youth ; and 
to boys especially, ' Mark Seaworth' will be a treasure of delight."— ulr< Journal. 



Peter the Whaler ; 

His early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Begions. Second Edition. 

Illustrations by E. Duncan.^ 

*' A better present for a boy of an active turn of mind could not be found. The tone of 
the book is manly, healthftil, and ylgorons."— TTeeJbZy Ifem, 

"A book which the old may, but which the young must, read when tiiey have once 
begun it." — Athenantm. 



12 



NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. 

Illustrated by C. H. Bbknstt. With Ninety EngiiiTings. Fcap. 4 to. 
price 3s, 6d cloth, plain, or 6m, coloured. 



'* The illufltrations are all lo replete with ftrn and Imi^nation, that we scarcely know 
Wl)o frill be moft ^eaaed with the Dook, the good-natured grandfkther who gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, for a Chrbtma8-Box.**->Aote« mid Queriet. 



Maud Summers the Sightless : 



A Narrative for the Young. Blustrated by Absolon. 
As. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A touching and beantiftil story."— CftrMbsn Treatwy, 



Zs, 6d, cloth; 



Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss Militer. With Frontispiece 

by Birket Foster. Fcap. 8yo. price Bs. 6d, cloth; 48, 6(L cloth elegant, 

gilt edges. 

"A beautifal narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, kad evil tempers 
subdued." — Britiih Motker'i Journal, 



The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

ING and of the FAT FROG. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. Illustrated 
by H. Weir. 28, 6d, cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
** Most amusingly and wittily told.**— Afomtn^ HertUd. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF "CAT AND DOC,»' ETC. 

Historical Acting Charades ; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
price 3«« 6d, cloth; 4^. gilt edges. 
**A rare book far Christmas parties, and of practical Yal\i6,*''^IUuttratedNeuft, 



The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirty-five Dlustrations by Kichard Botlb. Beautifnlly printed. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 28, 6d, cloth; 3s, 6d, 
coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 

" In Doyle's drawings we have wonderflil conceptions, which will secure the book a 
place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children.** 
—lUuftrated TimeB, 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 
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Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 

And its Tales of Faiiy Times. By Fbances Browne. With Klus- 
trations hy Kennt Meadows. Small 4to,3tf. 6d. cloth, As, dd. coloured, 
gilt edges. 

'* One of the happiest blendings of marvel and moral ve have erer seen."— Zii/tfrary 
Oazette. 



The Early Dawn; 



Or, Stories to Think about By a Country Clerqtman. Dlus- 
trated by H. Weir, etc Small 4to.; price 2*. 6rf. cloth; Ss. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

**The matter is both wholesome and instmctive, and most fitscinate as well as benefit 
the yoTmg.**--Literarutm, 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldine E. Jbwsburt, 
author of " The Adopted Child," etc. With Illustrations by John 
Absolon. Small 4to; price 28. 6d. cloth; 3«. 6<f. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's day." — Examiner. 



Tales of Magic and Meaning. 



Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill, Author of " Funny 
Leaves for the Younger Branches," ** The Careless Chicken," " Picture 
Fables," etc. Small 4to.; price 3^. 6(7. cloth; 4s. 6d, coloured. 

" Cleverly written, abonnding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pwe a moral, that 
we most pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow, who catches these * Tales of Magic,' 
as a wind&ll from * The Christmas Treo\"—Athenaum, 



Faggots for the Fire Side ; 

Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. By Peter Parley. . With Twelve 
Tinted Illustrations. Foolscap Svo.; 3s, iid,, cloth; is, gilt edges. 

** A new book by Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, wherever the 
Bnfdish language Is »poken and read. He has a happy method of conveying information, 
wlme seeming to addiress himself to the imagination.^'— 7^ Ctitio, 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. Bj Mabt and Elizabeth Eirbt. 
Jllastrated hy U. E. Bbownb (Phiz.). Second edition, price 2s, 6d, 
cloth; Ss, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

"ITe know no better method of baniiihlng 'discontent ' ftxmi scbool-roMn and nursery 
than by introdnoing this wise and cleyer story to their inmaiea***— Art JoitmaL 

The Talking Bird; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. B7 M. and 
E. KiBBT. With Blastrations by H. E!. Bbowhjb (P&z). Small 4to. 
Price 2s, Gd, cloth ; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** The story is ingeniously told, and tiie moral clearly shown."— >JAeiunim. 

Julia Maitland; 

Or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. and £. Eibbt. Blnstrated by 
Absolon. Pjrice2<. 6d, cloth; 3s, Gd, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the same theme."-- 
TheFrea. 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Eeligion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Lire among the Natiyes. By Mrs. M'Dougall. Fourth 
Thousand, with Blustrations. 3s, 6d, cloth. 

All is new, interesting, and admirably told.*'— CAiireA cmd State QctztUe. 



CX>MICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Uniform in Kas voUh "The Stmwwelpeter." 

Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2s, 6(f., in £9incy boards, 
or mounted on cloth. Is. extra. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfbjbd CaowQinLL. 

The Careless Chicken; 

By die Babon Ebakbmsides. By Autbed Cbowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. 

By the BAB<m Ebasbmsideb, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Illustrated 
by Alfbed CBOWQxnLL. 



Laugh and Grow Wise ; 

By the Senior Owl of Iry HalL With Sixteen large coloured 
riates* Price 2s, 6</. fancy hoards; or 3s, 6d. mounted on cloth. 

The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 

Built. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently Illuminated hy Thb 
Son of a Gbnius. Price 2s, infancy cover, 
** Masnificent in suggestion, and most comical in egression 1 "—JChenaum, 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of "Life of 
Stothard," " Trelawny," etc, etc. With Illustrations hy Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 3s, 6(^ cloth; 4s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

"A peep at the actual Pijdes of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs. Bragr* is a 
treat. Her knowledge of the localitir, her affection for her subject, her exquisite feeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have given a freshness to the little volume 
we did not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to Icnow the origin of such tales and legends." — Art Journal, 



A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

The Favourite Picture Book ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings hy 
J. Absolon, H. K. Bsowks (Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. Landseeb, 
J. Leech, J, S. Prout, H. Weir, etc. New Edition. Royal 4to., 
price 38, Gd,, hound in a new and Elegant Cover ; 7^. 6d, coloured; 
lOs, 6d, mounted on cloth and coloured. 



Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have from the earliest ages held do- 
minion over the Sea; and comprising a hrief History of Navigation. 
By Alfred Elwes. With Frontispiece. Pcap. 8vo, 5s, cloth; 
5s, 6d, gilt edges. 

" The volume Is replete with valuable and Lnterestuig information ; and we cordially 
recommend it as a useful auxiliary in the school-room, and entertatoing companion in the 
library.** — Morning Post. 

Berries and Blossoms* 

A Verse Book for Children. By T. Westwood. With Title and 
Frontispiece printed in Colours. Super-royal 16mo, price 3s, 6d, 
cloth, i^t edges. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 

By Gbaitdfather Gret. With Blustrations. Third and Cheaper 
Edition. Royal 16mo., 2$, 6d. cloth; Sa, Gd, coloured, gilt edges. 

Contents — 1. The Story of a Cup of Tea. — 2, A Lump of Coal. — 3. 
Some Hot Water,— 4. A Piece of Sugar.— ^. The Milk Jug.— 6. A 
Pin.— 7. Jenny's Sash. — 8. Harry's Jacket. — 9. A Tumbler. — 10. A 
Knife.— 1 1 . This Book. 



t( 



The idea ia excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The sublects are well 
■elected, and are very happily told in a light yet senBlble manner."— H^eeAlsr Ifew$» 



Cat and Dog ; 



Or, Memoirs of Puss and the Captain. Illastrated by Weik. Sixth 
Edition. Snper-royal 16mo, 2«. 6^. cloth; 3^. 6cL coloured, gilt edges. 

** The author of this amusing little tale is, evidently, a keen observer of nature. The 
illustrations are well executed ; and the monu, which points Hie tale» is conveyed In the 
most attractive torm,**— Britannia, 

The Doll and Her Friends ; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of " Cat and 
Dog." Third Edition. With Four Blnstrations by H. K. Beownb 
(PMz). 2a. Q(L, cloth; Ss. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** Evidently written by one who has brought great powers to bear upon a small matter."— 
Morning Heraid, 



Tales from Catland ; 

Dedicated to the Toung Kittens of England. By an Old Tabbt. 
Illustrated by H. Weib. Third Edition. Small 4to, 2«. 6{f. plaia; 
Zs. Gd. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this oneof thepleasantest 
little books of the season. "~-Z.a<^*« Newspaper, 

The Grateftil Sparrow. 

A True Story, with Frontispiece. Third Edition.'' Price 6rf. sewed. 

How I Became a Governess. 

By the Author of "The Grateful Sparrow." Second Edition. 
With Frontispiece. Price 1*. sewed. 

Dicky Birds. 

A True Story, By the same Author. With Frontispiece. Price 6rf. 
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WORKS BY MRS. R. LEE. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Third and Cheaper Edition. With niustrations by Harrison Weir. 
Fcap. 8vo, 3s, 6d, cloth; 4s, gilt edges. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, 

BEPTILES, and FISHES. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 
Second and Cheaper Edition. Ecap. 8yo, 3s. 6d, doth; 4s. gilt edges. 

** Amndng, instractiTe, and ably written."— ZtYerory Oazette. 

"Mrs. Lee's authorities— to name only one. Professor Owen— are, for the most part 
fint'nXe.*—Athenantm. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 

ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Archer. Third Edition. 
Super-royal 16mo, 2s, 6^. cloth; 3«. 6d, coloured^ gilt edges. 

'*It is just such books as this that educate the imagination of children, and enlist tlieir 
sympathies for the brute creation." — Noncottformist, 

Familiar Natural History^ 

With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by Harrison 
Weir. Super-royal 16mo, 3s. 6d, cloth; 5s, coloured gilt edges. 

Playing at Settlers; 

Or, the Faggot House. Illustrated by Gilbert. Second Edition. 
Price 2«. Qd, cloth; 38. 6d, coloured^ gilt edges. 

Adventures in Australia; 

Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 

Second Edition. Illustrated by Frout. Fcap. 8vo., 5«. cloth; 5s. Gd, 

gilt edges. 

** This volume should find a place in every school library ; and it will, we are sure, be a 
very welcome and osefUl T^Tize,**—£dueati<mal Tima. 



The African Wanderers ; 

Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 

Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 

the Natural Froductions of the Country. Third Edition. With Eight 

Engravings. Fcap. 8to, Ss. cloth; 5s, 6</. gilt edges. 

** For fascinating adventure, and rapid succesaon of incident, the volume is equal to any 
relation of trav^ we ever reBA.**~Jirtumuia, 

"Tn strongly recommending this admirable work to the attention of young readers, we 
feel that we are rendering a real service to the cause of African civilization. '^—Pa^or. 

Sir Thomas; or, the Adventures of a Cornish 

BARONET IN WESTERN AFRICA. With Illustrations by 
J. GiLBEBT. Fcap. 8vo.; 38, Cd. cloth. 



18 MEW AND INTEIIBmNG WORKS 



Harry Hawkins's H-Book; 

Shewing how he learned to aspirate his H's. Frontispiece by H. Wbib. 
Second Edition. Snper-royal 16mo, price 6d. 

** No f&mily or schoolroom within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow bells, should bo 
withoot this merry maniul."— ^^ Journal, 



The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 



<t 



With Uncle Goodwin's account of it By Jeffsrtb Tatlob, author 
of ** A Glance at the Globe,'* etc Frontispiece hy J. Gilbert. Fcap. 
8yo, 3s, 6(/. cloth. 

A TeiT good •eeoant of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, fbelings, and intel- 



ligence of yocng people.*'— ^tfueoliofia/ Timei, 



Kate and Rosalind ; 

Or, Early Experiences. By the author of "Quicksands on Foreign 
Shores," etc. Fcap. 8yo, 3«. 6d, cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 

'* A boolc of nnusoal merit. The story is exceedincly well told, and the oharacters are 
drawn with a l^reedom and boldness seldom met ^ih,— Church of England Quarter^, 

** We have not room to exemplify the skill with which Poseyism is tracked and detected. 
The Irish scenes are of an ezoellenoe that has not been sorpassed since the best days of 
IfiBs Edgewcarth,**— Prater's Magazine, 



Good in Everything ; . 



Or, The Early Histoiy of Gilbert Harland. By Mrs. Baswbix, 
Author of ''Little Lessons for Little Learners," etc. Second Edition. 
With niastrations by John Gilbert. Boyal 16mo., 2«. Gd, cloth; 
3«.6<f., coloured, gilt edges. 

*' The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more oood than a thousand set tasks 
aboonding with dry and uninteresting truisms."— JBe0*« Meteenger, 

A Word to the Wise ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Expression in Writing and 
Speaking. By Farrt Gwynhe. 10th Thousand. 18mo. price Gd. 
sewed, or is, cloth, gilt edges. 

** ah who wish to mind their p*« and ;'« should consult this little Tolume.'*-^G0nti!0ffMn*« 
MagoKine, 



t( 



May be adyantageously consulted by even the well-edaoated."— if ttmoum. 
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ELEGANT GIFT FOR A LADY. 

Trees, Plants, and Flowers ; 

Their Beauties, Uses and Inflaences. By Mrs. R Lee, Author of 

"The African Wanderers," etc. With beautiful coloured Illustrations 

by J. Andbews. 8vo, price lOff. 6d,, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

" The volume is at once useful as a botanical work, and exquisite as the ornament of a 
boudoir table."— ^riftmnta. ** As full of interest as of beauty ."~^rf Journal, 

NEW AND BEAUTIFUL LIBRARY EDITION. 

The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

A Tale. By Oliver Goldsmith. Printed by Whittingham. With 
Eight Illustrations by J. Absolok. Square fcap. 8vo, price 5s., cloth; 
78, half-bound morocco, Boxburghe style; lOs. 6d, antique morocco. 

Mr. Absolon*s graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume: altogether, 
it is as pretty an edition of the * Vicar' as we have seen. Mrs. Primrose herself would 
consider it ' well dressed.' " — Art Journal. 

** A delightful edition of one of the most delightful of works : the fine old type and thick 
paper make this Tolnme attractive to any lover of hooks.**— Edi^^iwgh Guarcuan. 



WORKS BY MRS. LOUDON. 

Domestic Pets; 

Their Habits and Management; with niustrative Anecdotes. By 
Mrs. Loudon. With Engravings from Drawings by Harrison Weib. 
Second Thousand. Fcap. 8yo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Contents: — The Dog, Cat, Squirrel, Rabbit, Guinea-Pig, White 
Mice, the Parrot and other Talking Birds, Singing Birds, Doves and 
Pigeons, Gold and Silver Fish. 

"A most attractiye and instructive little work. All who study Mrs. Loudon's pages will 
be able to treat tiieir pets with certainty and wisdom."-»5tontfare{ of Freedom. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
Designed to assist and encourage Young Persons in forming habits of 
observation. By Mrs. Loudon. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. Zs. 6(2. cloth. 

" We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is fUU of information, con- 
yeyed in the most agreeable manner.'*— X^terory GasuUe. 



Tales of School Life. 

By Agnes Loudon, Author of " Tales for Young People." With Illns- 
trations by John Absolon. Second Edition. Royal 16mo, 2ff. 6dl 
plain; Zs.^d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" These reminiscences of school days will be recognised as truthfhl pictures of every-day 
occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and therefore well suited to those for 
whose perusal it is intended."— ^tA^iunun. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



MISS JEWSBURY. 



Clarissa Donnelly ; 



Or^ Tho History of an Adopted Child. By Miss Gbsaldinb E. 
Jewsbubt. With an Blustration by Joum Absolok. Ecap. 8vo, 
3«.6c£. cloth; As, gilt edges. 




has 
and 

Companion. 

The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Story for a Yonng Child. By E. Bergeb. With Illustrations by 
John Adsolon. Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price Zs. 6d, 
cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
" A sweet little book for the nursery/'—CAmfum Tbneg, 

Every-Day Things; 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances in common use. Written for Young Persons. 
Second Edition, rcTised. 18mo., Is, 6d, cloth. 

** A little encyc'opsedia of useftil knowledge, deserving a place in every Juvenile library.* 
-^Etangdical Slagazine. 



PRICE SIXPENCE EACH, PLAIN; ONE SHILLING, COLOURED. 

In Super-Boycd 16fR0., beautifully printed, each with Seven Illustrations by 
Harrison Weir, and Descriptions by Mrs. Lee. 

1. BRITISH ANIMALS. First Series. 

2. BRITISH ANIMALS. Second Series. 

3. BRITISH BIRDS. 

4. FOREIGN ANIMALS. First Series. 

5. FOREIGN ANIMALS. Second Series. 

6. FOREIGN BIRDS. 

%♦ Or bound in One Volume under the title of "Familiar Natural 
llx&toTj^ see page 17. 

Uniform in size and price with the above, 

THE FARM AND ITS SCENES. With Six Pictures from Drawings 

bv Harrison ^^eir 
THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN felLPIN. With Six Hlus- 

trations by Watts Phillips. 
THE PEACOCK AT HOME, AND BUTTERFLY'S BALL. With 

Four Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fanny and her Mamma ; 

Or, Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illnstrated by J. Gilbert. Third 
Edition. 16mo, 2s, Gd, cloth; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" A little book in b€autifiil large clear tyjpe, to suit the capacity of in&nt readers, which 
we can with pleasure recommend."— C/irtjrA'an Ladie^ Magazine, 

Short and Simple Prayers, 

For the Use of Young Children, With Hymns. Fifth Edition. 
Square 1 6mo, Is, 6d. cloth. 
*' Well adapted to the capacities of children— beginning with the simplest forms' which 

gri 
occasions, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of veiy young 
Children. Eleventh Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2s, 6d. doth; 
3s, 6J. coloured^ gilt edges. 




A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories, 

Fifth Edition. Twelve Illustrations. 2s, 6d, cloth, 3s. 6d, coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. 

With Sixteen Illustrations, by John Gilbebt. Super-royal 16mo, 
price 3s, cloth; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Contents. — Tlie History of Joseph — ^History of Moses— History of our 
Saviour— Tlio Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately : 6d, each, plain; Is, coloured, 

Bible Scenes ; 

Or, Sunday Employment for very young Children. Consisting of 
Twelve Coloured Illustrations on Cards, and the History written in 
Simple Language In a neat box, 3s, 6d,; or the Illustrations dis- 
sected as a Puzzle, 6s, 6d. 

FiKST Series: JOSEPH. Second Series: OUR SAVIOUR. 

Third Series: MOSES. Fourth Series: MIRACLES OF CHRIST, 

'*It is hoped that these * Scenes* may form a useftal and interesting addition to the Sab- 
bath occupations of the Nursery. From thdr very earliest infancy little children will 
listen with interest and delight to stories brought thus palpably before their eyes by means 
of illustration." — Preface, 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinbad ; 

Or, the Yarns of an Old Mariner. B7 Mart Gowden Clarke, aathor 
of **The Concordance to Shakspeare/' etc Fcap. 8vo, price 3a, 6d. 
cloth ; 48. gilt edges. 
" A more captivatins ToTume for Juvenile reoreative reading we never remember to hare 
Men. It la as wonderful u the * Arabian Nights,' while It is free from the objectionable 
matter whloh oharaoterises the Eastern fLotion."^Stttndard of Freedom, 
*' Cruikshank's plates are worUqr of his genius.*'— ^jraiittn«r. 



The Favourite Library. 

A Series of Works for the Young; each Yolome with an Ulastration 
by a well-known Artist. Price Is, cloth. 

1. THE ESKDALE HEBD BOY. By Ladt Stodbakt. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Charles and Mart Lamb. 

3. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trimbier. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF 

NATURE. By Mrs. Truimer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of « Always Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jefferys Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

TTie above may he had Two Volumes bound in One, at Two Shillings cloth, 

or 2s, 6(1. gUt edges, as follows : — 

1. LADY STODD ART'S SCOTTISH TALES. 

2. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Dog. 

3. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Robins and Mouse. 

4. TALES FOR BOYS. Harry's Holiday and Never Wrong, 

5. TALES FOR GIRLS. Mrs. Leicester's School and Right 

AND Wrong. 

6. POETRY AND NATURE. Short Poems and Trimmer's 

Introduction. 



Stories of Julian and his Playfellows^ 

Written hy His Mamma. With Four Blnstrations by John Absolon. 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 2a, Sd,, plain; 3s. 6t2., coloured, gilt edges. 
** The lessons taught by Julian's manuna are each fraught with an exe^ent moral."— 
Momtng Advertiser. 
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Blades and Flowers. 

Poems for Children. Frontispiece bj Anslat. Fcap. Svo; price 2s. cloth. 
''Breftthing the same spirit as the Nimeiy Poems of Jane Taylor.**— Xitorory Gazette, 



Aunt Jane's Verses for Children. 

B7 Mrs. T. D. Crewdsok. Illustrated with twelve beautiful Engravings. 
Fcap. 8vo; 3s, 6d. cloth. 

" A charming little volume, of excellent moral and religious tendency.**— iPiNif^tf/tca/ 
Magcufine, 



Rhymes of Royalty. 

The Histor7 of England in Yerse, from the Korman Conquest to the 
reign of Queen Victoria; with an Appendix, comprising a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo, with Frontispiece. 
2s, 6d, cloth. 



NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 



The Ladies' Album of Fancy Work. 

Consisting of Novel, Elegant, and Useful Patterns in Knitting, Netting, 
Crochet, and Embroidery, printed in Colours. Bound in a beautiful 
cover. New Edition. Post 4to, Ss. 6d,, gilt edges. 



Visits to Beechwood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Catherine M. A. Coufbr. Blustrations 
by Absolon. Small 4to, 3s. 6<L, plain; 4^. B<L coloured; gilt edges. 

" The work is well calculated to impress upon the minds of the young the superiority of 
simple and natural pleasures oyer those which are Bxti&aaX.**-~Engli*hivotn(m's Magazine, 



The Modem British Plutarch ; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent History of our Country 
for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. 
Author of "A Manual of Ancient and Modern History,'* etc. 12mo^ 
Second Thousand, with a new Frontispiece. 4s. 6d. cloth; 5s. gilt edges. 

Contents : Arkwright — Burke — Bums —Byron —Canning— Earl 
of Chatham — Adam Clarke — Clive — Captain Cook — Cowper^ 
Crabbe — Davy — Eldon— Erskine — Fox -- Franklin — Goldsmith^ 
Earl Grey — Warren Hastings — Heber — Howard — Jenner — Sir 
W. Jones — Mackintosh — H. Martjm — Sir J. Moore — Nelson — Pitt 
— Bomilly — Sir. W. Scott — Sheridan — Smeaton — Watt — Marquis 
of Wellesley — Wilberforce — Wilkie — Wellington. 

"A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent young penKms.**-— JBtrOifrA 
Quarter^ Beview. 
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NEW AND INrCRCSTINC WORKS 



Home Amusements. 

A Choice Ck>llection of Biddies, Charades, Conundrnms, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. By Pbter Fozzlewell, Esq., of Bebus Hall. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged, with Frontispiece by II. K. 
Browne (Phiz). . 16mo, 2«. 6d cloth. 

Early Days of English Princes. 

By Mrs. Bussell Grat. Dedicated by permission to the Duchess of 
Boxbnreh. With Illastrations by John Franklin. Small 4to., 
Ss, 6d, cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

"Just the bodt for giving children some first notions of English history, as the person- 
ages it spealcs about are themselves yoimg."— J/oncAevtor Examiner, 



First Steps in Scottish History, 

By Miss Bodwell, Author of " First Steps to English History." With 
Ten Illustrations by Weiqall. 16mo, Zs. 6dL cloth; 4«, ^d, coloured. 

" It is the first popular book in which we have seen the outlines of the eariy history oi 
the Scottish tribes exhibited with anything lilce accuracy." — Gkugma Constituttonal. 

"The work is throughout agreeably and lucidly written.**— If fdZanif Countiet Herald, 



London Cries and Public Edifices. 

nUistrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Luke Luiner; with descrip- 
tive Letter- press. Squai'e 12mo, 2s, 6d, plain; 5s, coloured. Bound in 
emblematic cover. 



The Silver Swan; 

A Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. Illustrated by Joun 
Leech. Small 4to, 2s, 6dL cloth; 3^. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** The moral is in the good, broad,unmistakeable style of the best fairy Tpeaod.**—JtAetueum . 
** The 8toi7 is written with excellent taste and sly humour.**— ^^/or. 



Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, 

Bevised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. Milner. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
by Harvey. New Edition in One Volume. 5s, cloth. 

** The editing has been very Judiciouslv done. The work has an established reputation for 
the clearness of its genealogical and chronological tables, 



Christian piety.*'— CAwcA and State Gazet'.e, 



and for its pei'vaoing tone of 
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The Celestial Empire ; 

or, Points and Pickings of Information about China and the Chinese. 
By the late "Old Humphrey." With Twenty Engravings from 
Drawings by W. H. PmoR. Fcap. Svo, Ss, 6d, cloth; 4a, gilt edges. 

'* This Terr handsome Tolnine contains an abnost incredible amount of information.*' — 
Cfiurch and State Gazette, 

" The book is exactly what the author proposed it should be, fiill of good information, 
good feeling, and good temper.**— AUeni's Inaian Mail, 

"Even well-known topics are treated with a graceftil air of noyelty,'*— ifM«fM?ui». 

Tales from the Court of Oberon, 

Containing the favourite Histories of Tom Thumb, Graciosa and Pcr- 
cinet, Valentine and Orson, and Children in the Wood. With Sixteen 
Illustrations by Alfred Crowquill. Small 4to, 2s, 6d. plain; 3^. 6tL 
coloured. 



True Stories from Ancient History, 



Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. Twelfth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 
58, cloth. 



True Stories from Modern History, 

Chronologically arranged from the Death of Charlemagne to the 
present l^e. Eighth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo^ 5s, 
cloth. 

True Stories from English History, 

Chronologically arranged from the Invasion of tlie Romans to the 
Present Time. Sixth Edition. With 36 Steel Engravings. 12 mo, 5s, 
cloth. 

Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 

On an improved plan. By the Eev. B. H. Deafer. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo^ 5s, cloth. 

Wars of the Jews, 

As related by Josephus; adapted to the Capacities of Toung Persons, 
With 24 Engravings. Sixth Edition. 4«. 6a. cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated to her Majesty. New 
Edition, price 6(f.; with title and cover printed in gold and colours, Is. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Pictorial Geography. 

For the use of Children. Presenting at one view Illastrations of the 
Tarions Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas of their meaning. On a Large Sheet. Price 2s, 6d, in tints; 
5t, on Boilers, varnished. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests; 

Or, The Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted, hy a novel antmg«- 
ment of the subject, for Examination Purposes, but also suited for 
general use in Schools. B7 T. S. Catzer, Head Master of Queen 
Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Price Is. 6d, cloth. 

\* Answers to the above. Is, 6</. cloth. 



THE ABsi GAULTIER'S GEOCRAPHICAL WORKS* 

I. Familiar Geography. 

With a concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and two coloured 
Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical Terms. Eifteenth 
Edition. 16mo, 3s, cloth. 

II. An Atlas. 

Adapted to the Abbe Gaultier's Geographical Games, consisting of 8 
Maps coloured, and 7 in Outline, etc. Folio, I5s, half-bound. 



Butler's Outline Maps, and Key; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set of Coloured 
Outline Maps; designed for the Use of Young Persons. By the late 
William Butleb. Enlarged by the author's son, J. O. Butleiu 
Thirty-second Edition, revised. 4s, 

Eowbotham's New and Easy Method of Learning 

the EBENCH GENDEBS. New Edition. Gd. 

Bellenger's French Word and Phrase-book. 

Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use of Begin- 
ners. New Edition, Is. sewed. 




MARIN DE LA VOYE'S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS« 



Les Jeunes Narrateurs ; 

Ou Petits Contes Moranx. WitK a Key to the di£Scult words and 

phrases. Frontispiece. Second Edition. 18mo, 2«. cloth. 
" Written in pure and easy French.">-lfom«n^ PoH, 

The Pictorial French Grammar; 

For the Use of Children. With Eighty Illustrations. Kojal i6mo., 
price \s. sewed; 1«. 6(/. cloth. 



Le Babillard. 

An Amusing Introductio|i to the French Language. By a French 
Lady. SixiS Edition. 28. cloth. 

Der Schwatzer; 

Or, the Prattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language, 
on the Plan of "Le Bahillard." 16 Illustrations. 16mo, price 2s. cloth. 

Battle Fields. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the EQstory of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation of the principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Wacthier, Geographer. On a large sheet 8^. 6(i.; in case 6^.*, or 
on a roller, and varnished, 99. 



Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. 
By A. T. White. Oblong 8vo, price 1«., sewed. 



The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 
Young TeacheV. By Hugo Bbid, author of •* Elements of Astronomy," 
etc. Third Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, 1«. sewed. 
" One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we have met with." 
-~Edttcational Times, 



The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Ladt Fenn, under the assumed name of Mrs. Loyechild. 
Forty-ninth Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth. 

Always Happy; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. By the author of 
*' Claudine,'' ete. Eighteenth Edition, with new Illustrations. Boyal 
18mo, price 2«. 6<L cloth. 
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New AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Andersen's (H. €•) Nightingale and other Tales, 

2ff. 6d. plain; Zs. 6d, coloured. 



With En- 



Anecdotes of Kings, 

Selected from Histoiy; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children, 
grarings. 28, 6d. plain; 3s. 6d, coloured. 

Bible Illustrations; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially EbLplanatory of the H0I7 Scriptures. Bj the Bev. B. H. 
Drafbr. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised bv J. Kitto^ 
Editor of " The Pictorial Bible," etc. 3«. 6rf. cloth, 

" ThU Tolame wUl be found tmusaally rich in the speciefl of information to much needed 
by young readers of the S^ntares.** — Christian Mother** Magazine, 

The British History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Embellished with fall-length Portraits of the Sovereigns of 
England in Uieir proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3^. Bd, 
cloth. 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By a Mother, author of "Always 
Happy." New Edition. With Eight Engravings. Price 28, 6d, cloth, 
38, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

For the use of Children. By a Motiieb. A new Edition. With 12 
Engravings. 28. 6d plain; 3s, 6<L coloured. 

Cosmorama. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the World 
described. By J. Abfin. New Edition with numerous Illustrations. 
3s, 6d. plain; and 4^. Od, coloured. 

r 

Easy Lessons; 

Or, Tjcading-Strin^ to Knowledge. New Edition, with 8 Engravings. 
2s, 6d, plain; Zs. 6 J. coloured, gilt edges. 
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Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. By a 
Mother, Author of " Always Happy,'* etc. Thirteenth Edition* With 
Sixty Illustrations. 3s, 6d, cloth. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of Eemarkahle 
Women. By a Mother. With Engravings, 3s. Gd, plain; 4s, 6d. coloured. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nubia. Thirteenth 
Edition, with six Engravings. 18mo, price 3s, cloth. 

The Garden ; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings of the 
Flowers in Bloom for each Month in the Year, etc 3s. 6d. plain ; or 
65. with the Flowers coloured. 

How to be Happy ; 

Or, Fairy Gifts: to which is added a Selection of Moral Allegories, 
from the best English VAuters. With Steel Engravings. Price 3s, 6d, 
cloth. 

Infantine Knowledge. 

A Spelling and Reading Book, on a Popular Plan, combining much 
Useful Information with the Rudiments of Learning, By the Author 
of "The Child's Grammar." With numerous Engravings. Ninth 
Edition. 2s, 6d, plain; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Ladder to Learning. 

A Collection of Fables, Original and Select, arranged progressively in 
words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Edited and improved by the 
late Mrs. Trimmer. With 79 Cuts. Nineteenth Edition. 3s, 6d, cloth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwell. Ninth Edition, 
with numerous Illustrations. 28, 6d. plain; 38, 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Plates. 
Piice 2s, Qd, cloth. . 



80 NEW AND INTERESTINC WORKS 



Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Bojs and Girls. Thirteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 2«. 6//, cloth; 38. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Mine; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours; with a Description of the most 
important in all parts of the World. By the late Rev. Isaac Tatlob.. 
Sixth Edition, with numerous corrections and additions hj Mrs.LouDON. 
With 45 new Woodcuts anjd 16 Steel Engravings. 3s, 6d, cloth. 

Young Jewess, The, and her Christian School- 
fellows. By the Author of " Rhoda," etc. With a Frontispiece by 
J. Gilbert. 16mo,.l«. cloth. 

Rhoda ; 

Or, The Excellence of Charity. Fourth Edition. With ninstrations. 
16mo, 28, cloth. 

The Rival Crusoes, 

And other Tales. By AaNSS Strickland, author of "The Queens 
of England." Sixth Edition. 18mo, price 2t, 6d, cloth. 

-Short Tales. 

Written for Children. By Dame Truelove and her Friends. A new 
Edition, with 20 Engravings. 3^. 6d, cloth. 

The Students; 

Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 29, 6d, cloth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends. 

With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition. Ss, 6d, plain; 4s, 6d, coloured. 

Sunday Lessons for little Children. 

By Mrs. Barwsll. Third Edition. 2s. Qd. plain; 3s, coloured. 

A Visit to Grove Cottage, 

And the India Cahinet Opened. By the author of " Fruits of Enter- 
prise." New Edition. 18mo, price 3s, cloth. 
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Dissections for Young Children; 

In a neat box. Price 5s, each. 

1. Scenes from the Lives of Joseph and Moses. 

2. Scenes fbom the Histort of Oub Satiour. 

3. Old Mother Hubbard and her Dog. 

4. Live and Death of Cock Bobin. 



TWO SHILLINGS EACH, CLOTH. 



ANECDOTES OF PETER THE 
GBEAT, Emperor of Russia. 
l8mo. 



COUNSELS AT HOME; with 

Anecdotes, Tales, &c 
MORAL TALES. By a Father. 

With 2 Engravings. 



ONE SHILUNG AND SIXPENCE EACH, CLOTH. 



THE DAUGHTER OF A GE- 
NIUS. A Tale. By Mrs. Hof- 
LAND. Sixth Edition. 

ELLEN THE TEACHER. By 
Mrs. Hofland. New Edition. 

THE SON OF A GENIUS. By 
Mrs. Hofland. New Edition. 

THEODORE; or, the Cmsaders. 
By Mrs. Hofland. New Edition. 



SHORT AND SIMPLE PRAY- 
ERS FOR CHILDREN, WITH 
HYMNS. By the Author of 
" Mamma's Bible Stories," &c. 

TRIMMER'S (MRS.) OLD TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. WUh40 
Engravings. 

TRIMMER'S (MRS.) NEW TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. With 40 
Engrayings. New Editions. 



ONE SHILLING, PLAIN. ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE, COLOURED. 



THE DAISY, with Thirty Wood 
Engravings. 26th Edition. 



^ THE COWSLIP, with Thirty En- 
gravings, 24th Edition. 



ONE SHILLING 

WELCOME VISITOR; a Collec- 
tion of Original Stories, &c. 

NINA, an Icelandic Tale. By the 
Author of " Always Happy." 

SPRING FLOWERS and the 
MONTHLY MONITOR. 

The history of PRINCE LEE 
BOO. New Edition. 



EACH. CLOTH. 

THE CHILD'S DUTY. Dedicated 

by a Mother to her Children. 

Second Edition. 
DECEPTION and FREDERICK 

MARSDEN, the Faithful Friend. 
LESSONS of WISDOM for the 

YOUNG. By the Rev. W. 

Fletcher. 




DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHILUNC EACH. 



1 Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

2 Cinderella. 

3 CockKobin. 

4 Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

5 Dame Trot and her Cat 

6 History of an Apple Pie. 

7 House that Jack built. 

8 Little Rhymes for Little Folks. 



9 Mother Hubbard. 

10 Monkey's Frolic. 

11 Old Woman and her Pig. 

12 Puss in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of Birds, 

PartL 
14 Part IL 



DURABLE BOOKS FOR SUNDAY READING. 

SCENES FROM THE LIVES OF JOSEPH AND MOSES. lUustratcd 

by J. Gilbert. Printed on linen. Price 6^. 
SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF OUR SAVIOUR. Illustrated by 

J. Gilbert. Printed on linen. Price 6d, 



DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is invited to 
these Works, now in extensive nse throughout the Kingdom, prepared by 
Mr. Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years* experience. 

1. COPY BOOKS. — A SHORT avj> certaim roab to a Good Hanb- 

WRIT1NO, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added Three Supplementary 
Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and One of Ornamental Hands, 
Price 3d. each. « 

%* This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble covers, 4d. each. 

*' For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I hare 
noticed a marked improvement wherever thev have been naed."— Report of Mr, Move 
iNtUional Society'* Organizer of Schools) to the ivorcetter Diocesan Board of JEducaHon. 

2. GRAMMAR, made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

%* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. READING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 
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